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THE MOONSTONE, 17

@he Storp

FIRST PERIOD. LOSS OF THE DIAMOND (1848).

TAe Events related by Gabdriel Betteredge, house-steward in the Service
¢f Julia, Lady Verinder.

CHAPTER L

Ine the first part of Robinson Crusoe, at page one hundred
and twenty-nine, you will find it thus written:

“Now 1 saw, though too late, the Folly of beginning a
Work before we count the Cost, and before we judge rightly
of our own Strength to go through with it.”

Only yesterday I opened my Robinson Crusoe at that
place. Only this mormng (May twenty-first, eighteen hun-
dred and fifty) came my Iady’s nephew, Mr. Franklin Blake,
snd held a short conversation with me, as follows:

“ Betteredge,” says Mr. Franklin, “ I bave been to the law-
yer's about some family matters; and, among other things,
we have been talking of the loss of the Indian Diamond, in
my aunt’s house in Yorkshire, two years since. The lawyer
thinks, as I thiok, that the whole story ought, in the inter-
ests of truth, to be placed on record in writing—and the
sooner the better.”

Not perceiving his drift yet, and thinking it always de-
sirable for the sake of peace and quietness to be on the
lawyer's side, I said I tl‘m)ought, 80 too. Mr. Franklin went
on:
“In this matter of the Diamond,” he said, “ the characters
of innocent people have suffered under suspicion already—
as you know. The memories of innocent people may suffer,
hereafter, for want of a record of the facts to which those
who come after us can appeal. There can be no doubt that
this strange family story of ours ought to be told. And 1
think, Betteredge, the lawyer and I together have hit on the
rig‘ht way of telling it.”

‘ery satisfuctory to both of them,no doubt. But T failed
to see what I myself had to do with it, so far,
?
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combination with a pipe of tobacco—and I have found it
nv;’v friend in need in all the necessities of this mortal life.

hen m sggms are bad—Robinson Crusoe. When I want
advice—Robinson Crusce. In past times, when my wife
plagued me; in present times, when I bave bad a drop too
much—Robinson Crusoe. I have worn out six stout Rob-
inson Crusoes with hard work in my service. On my lady’sf
last birthday she gave me a seventh. I took a drop too
much on the strength of it; and Robinson Crusoe put me
right again. Price four shillings and sixpence, bound in
blue, with a picture into the bargain.

Still, this don’t look much like starting the story of the
Diamond—does it? I seem to be wandering off in search
of Lord knows what, Lord knows where. We will take a
new sheet of paper,if you please, and begin over again, with
my best respects to you.

CHAPTER II.

I spoKE of my lady a line or two back. Now the Dia-
mond could never have been in our house, where it was lost,
if it had not been made a present of to my lady’s daughter;
and my lady’s daughter would never have been in existence
to have the gresent., if it had not been for my lady who
(with pain and travail) produced her into the world.  Con-
sequently, if we begin with my lady, we are pretty sure of
beginning far enough back. And that, let me tell you, when
you have got such a job as mine on hand, is a real comfort
at atarting.

If you know any thing of the fashionable world you have
heard tell of the three beautiful Miss Herncastles. Miss
Adelaide, Miss Caroline, and Miss Julia—this last being the
younfent and the best of the three sisters,in my opinion;
and I had opportunities of judging, as you shall presently
see. ] went Into the service of the olg lord, their father
(thank God, we have got nothing to do with Aim in this
business of the Diamond ; he had the longest tongue and the
shortest temper of any man, high or low, I ever met with)—
I say, I went into the service of the old lord, as page-boy in
waiting on the three honorable young ladies, at the age of
fifteen years. There I lived till Miss Julia married the late
8ir John Verinder. An excellent man, who only wanted
somebody to manage him; and, between ourselves, he found
somebody to do it; and what is more, he throve on it, and
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of love. I put it to my mistress, as in duty bound, just as I -
have gnt it to myself.

“I have been turning Selina Goby over in my mind,” I
said, “and I think, my lady, it will be cheaper to marry her
than to keep her.”

My lady burst out laughing, and said she didn’t know
which to be most shocked at—my laniuage or my principles.
Some joke tickled her,I suppose, of the sort that you can’t
take unless you are a person of quality. Understanding
nothing myself but that I was free to put it next to Selina,
I went and put it accordingly. And what did Selina say?
Lord! how little you mnst%mow of women, if you ask that.
Of course, she said Yes.

As my time drew nearer,and there got to be talk of my
having a new coat for the ceremony, my mind began to mis-
give me. Ihave compared notes with other men as to what
they felt while they were in my interesting situation; and
they have all acknowledged that, about a week before it
bappened, they privately wished themselves out of it. I went
a tnfle further than that myself; I actually rose up, as it
were, and tried to get out of it. Not for nothing! I was
too just a man to expect she would let me off for nothing.
Compensation to the woman when the man gets out of it 18
one of the iaws of England. In obedience to the laws, and
after turning it over carefully in mind, I offered Selina Goby
a feather-bed and fifty shillings to be off the bargain. You
will hardly believe it, but it is nevertheless true—she was
fool enough to refuse.

After that it was all over with me, of course. I got the
new coat as cheap as I could, and I went through all the rest
of it a8 cheap as I could. We were not a happy couple, and
not a miserable couple. We were six of one, and half a
dozen of the other. How it was I don’t understand, but we
always seemed to be getting, with the best of motives, in one
another’s way. When I wanted to go up stairs, there was
my wife coming down; or when my wife wanted to go down,
there was I coming up. That is married life, according to
my experience of it.

After five years of misunderstandings on the stairs, it

leased an all-wise Providence to relieve us of each other

y taking my wife. I was left with my little girl Penelope,
and with no other child. Shortly afterward Sir John died,
and my lady was left with her hittle girl Miss Rachel, and
no other child. I have written to very poor purpose of my
lady, if youn require to be told that my little Penclope was
taken care of under my good mistress’s own eye, and was
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out one objection. She says, what I have done so far isn’t
in the least what I was wanted to do. I am asked to tell
the story of the Diamond, and, instead of that, I have been
telling the story of my own self. Curious,and quite beyond
me to account for. I wonder whether the gentlemen who
make a business and a living out of writing books ever find
their own selves getting in the way of their subjects like
me? If they do, I can feel for them. In the mean time,
here is another false start, and more waste of good writing-
paper. What’s to be done now? Nothing that I know of,
except for you to keep your temper, and for me to begin it
all over again for the third time

CHAPTER III.

TaE question of how I am to start the story properly I
have tried to settle in two wag:.c First, by scratching
my head, which led to nothing. ond, by consulting my
d‘;mghter Penelope, which has resulted in an entirely new
idea.

Penelope’s notion is that I should set down what happen-
ed regularly day by day, beginning with the day when we
got the news that Mr. Franklin Blake was expected on a
visit to the house. When you come to fix your memory
with a date in this way, it is wonderful what your memor
will pick up for you upon that compulsion. The only difh-
culty is to fetch out the dates, in tE- first place. This Pe-
nelope offers to do for me by looking into her own diary,
which she was taught to keep when she was at school, and
which she has gone on keeping ever since. In answer to an
improvement ou this notion, devised by myself, namely, that
rhe should tell the story instead of me, out of her own diary,
Penelope observes, with a fierce look and a red face, that her
journal is for her own private eye, and that no living crea-
ture shall ever know what is in it but herself. When I in-
quire what this means, Penelope says, “ Fiddlestick !” 7 say,
Sweet-hearts.

Beginning, then, on Penelope’s plan, I beg to mention that
I was specially called one Wednesday morning into my
lady’s own sitting-room, the date being the twenty-fourth of
May, eighteen hundred and forty-e¢ight.

“Gabriel,” says my lady, “ here is news that will surprise

ou. Franklin Blake has come back from abroad. le has
zeen staying with his father in London, and he is coming to
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sion, which has remained an unfinished statement from that
day to this.

ere! Thank God, that’s told! Neither you nor I need
trouble our heads any more about Mr. Blake, senior. Leave
him (tio the Dukedom ; and let you and I stick to the Dia-
mond.

The Diamond takes us back to Mr. Franklin, who was the
;nnocent means of bringing that unlucky jewel into the

ouse.

Our nice boy didn’t forget us after he went abroad. He
wrote every now and then; sometimes to my lady, some-
times to Miss Rachel, and sometimes to me. a’e had bad a
transaction together before he left, which consisted of his
borrowing of me a ball of string, a four-bladed knife, and
seven-and-sixpence in money—the color of which last I have
not seen, and never expect to see, again. His letters to me
chiefly related to borrowing more. 1 heard, however, from
my lady, how he got on abroad, as he grew in years and
stature. After he had learned what the institutions of Ger-
many could teach him, he gave the French a turn next, and
the Italians a turn after that. They made him among them
a sort of universal geunius, as well as I could understand it.
He wrote a little; he painted a little; he sang and played
and composed a little—borrowing, as I suspect, in all these
cases, just as he had borrowed from me. 1lis mother’s for-
tune (seven hundred a year) fell to him when he came of

e, and ran through him as it might be through a sieve.

e more money he had, the more he wanted; there was a
bole in Mr. Franklin’s pocket that nothing would sew up.
Wherever he went the lively, easy way of him made him
welcome. He lived here, there, and everywhere; his ad-
dresa (as he used to put it himself) being * Post-office, Eu-
rope—to be left till called for.” Twice over he made up his
mind to come back to England and see us; and twice over
(saving your presence) some unmentionable woman stood in
the way and stopped him. His third attempt succeeded, as
you know already from what my lady told me. On Thurs-
day, the twenty-fifth of May, we were to see for the first
time what our nice boy had grown to be as a man. IHo
came of good blood; he had a high courage; and he was
five-and-twenty years of age, by our reckoning. Now you
know as much of Mr. Franklin Blake as I did—before Mr.
Franklin Blake came down to our house.

The Thursday was as fine a summer’s day as ever you
saw; and my lady and Miss Rachel (not expecting Mr
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rticularly reminded me of the Indian’s third question.

as the English gentleman got It about him? “Oh, Fa-
ther !” says enelope, clasping her hands, “ don’t joke about
this! What does ‘It’ mean ?’

“ We'll ask Mr. Franklin, my dear,” I said, “ if you can wait
till Mr. Franklin comes.” I winked to show I meant that in
joke. Penelope took it quite seriously, My girl’s earnest-
pess tickled me. “ What on earth should Mr. Franklin know
about it?” I inquired. “Ask him,” says Penelope. “And
see whether e thinks it a laughing matter, too. With that
parting shot my daughter left me.

I settled it with myself, when she was gone, that I really
would ask Mr. Franklyin—mainly to set Penelope’s mind at
rest. What was said between us, when I did ask him, later
on that same day, you will find set out fully in its proper
place. But as I don’t wish to raise your expectations and
then disappoint them, I will take leave to warn you here—
before we go any further—that you won’t find the ghost of a
joke in our conversation on the subject of the jugglers. To
my great surprise, Mr. Franklin, like Penelope, took the thinﬁ
seriously. How seriously, you will understand, when I te
you that, in his opinion, “ It” meant the Moonstone.

CHAPTER 1V.

I ax truly sorry to detain you over me and my bee-hive
chair. A sleepy old man, in"a sunny back-yard, is not an
interesting object, I am well aware. But things must be
put down in their places, as things actually happened—and
you must please to jog on a little while longer with me, in
expectation of Mr. Franklin Blake’s arrival later in the day.

3efore I had time to doze off’ again, after my daughter
Penelope had left me, I was disturbed by a rattling of plates
and dishes in the servants’ hall, which meant that dinner
was ready. Taking my own meals in my own sitting-room,
I had wothing to do with the servants’ dinner, except to
wish them a good stomach to it all round, previous to com-
posing myself once more in my chair. 1 was just stretehing
my legs; when out bounced another woman on me. Not
my daughter again; only Nancy, the kitchen-maid, this
time. I was straight in her way out; and I observed, as
she asked me to let her by, that she had a sulky face--a
thing which, as head of the servants, I never allow, on prin-
ciple, to pass me without inquiry,
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gone through. It’s more lonely to me to be among the oth-
er servants, knowing I am not what they are, than it is to be
here. My lady doesn’t know, the matron at the reformatory
doesn’t know, what a dreadful reproach honest people are in
themselves to a woman like me. Don’t scold me, there’s a
dear good man. 1 do my work, don’t I? Please not to tell
my lady I am discontented—I am not. My mind’s unquiet,
sometimes, that’s all.” She snatched her hand off my shoul-
der, and suddenly pointed down to the quicksand. “Look !”
she said. “Isn’t it wonderful ? isn’t it terrible? I have seen
it dozens of times, and it’s always as new to me as if I bad
never seen it before !”

I looked ,where she pointed. The tide was on the turn,
and the horrid sand began to shiver. The broad brown face
of it heaved slowly, and then dimpled and quivered all over.
“Do you know what it looks like to me ?” says Rosanna,
catching me by the shoulder again. “It looks as if it had
hundreds of suffocating people under it—all struggling to
get to the surface, and all sinking lower and lower in the

readful deeps! Throw a stone in, Mr. Betteredge ! throw
a stone in, and let’s see the sand suck it down !”

Here was unwholesome talk! Here was an empty stom-
ach feeding on an unquiet mind! My answer—a pretty
sharp one, In the poor girl's own interests, I promise you !—
was at my tongue’s end, when it was snapped short off on a
sudden by a voice among the sand-hills shouting for me by
my name. “ Betteredge!” cries the voice, “ where are you ?”
“[Icre!” I shouted out in return, without a notion in my
head who it was. Rosanna started to her feet, and stood
looking toward the voice. I was just thinking of getting on
my own legs next, when I was staggered by a sudden change
in the girl’s face.

Her complexion turned of a beautiful red, which I had
never seen 1n it before; she brightened all over with a kind
of speechless and breathless surprise.  “ Who is it ?” I asked.
Rosanna gave me back my own question. “Oh! who is it?”
she raid, softly, more to herself than to me. Itwisted round
on the sand, and looked behind me. There, coming out on
us from among the hills, was a bright-eyed young gentleman,
dressed in a beautiful fawn-colored suit, with gloves and hat
to match, with a rose in his button-hole, and a smile on his
face that might have set the Shivering Sand itself smiling at
him in return. Before I could get on my legs he plumped
down on the sand by the side of me, put his arm round my
neck, foreign fashion,and gave me a hug that fairly squeezed
the breath out of my body. *Dear old Betteredge!" saye
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eyes; and I want you to confirm them. You called him the
¢ wicked Colonel’ just now. Search your memory, my old
friend, and tell me why.”

I saw he was in earnest, and I told him.

Here follows the substance of what I said, written out en-
tirely for your benefit. Pay attention to it, or you will be
all abroad, when we get deeper into the story. Clear your
mind of the children, or the dinner, or the new bonnet, or
what not. Try if you can’t forget politics, horses, prices in
the City, and grievances at the clab. I hope you won’t take
this freedom on my part amiss; it’s only a way I have of
appealing to the gentle reader. Lord! haven’t I seen youn
with the greatest authors in your hands, and don’t I know
how ready your attention is to wander when it’s a book that
asks for it, instead of a person ?

1 spoke, a little way back, of my lady’s father, the old lord
with the short temper and the long tongue. He had five
children in all. Two sons to begin with; then, after a long
time, his wife broke out breeding again, and the three young
ladies came briskly one after the other, as fast as the nature
of things would permit; my mistress, as before mentioned,
being the youngest and best of the three. Of the two sons,
the e¢ldest, Arthur, inherited the title and estates. The sec-
ond, the Honorable John, got a fine fortune left him by a
relative, and went into the army.

It’s an ill bird, they ray, that fouls its own nest. I look
on the noble family of the Herncastles as being my nest;
and I shall take it as a favor if I am not expected to enter
into {)articulars on the subject of the ITonorable John. Ile
was, [ honestly believe, one of the greatest blackguards that
ever lived. I can hardly say more or less for him than that.
He went into the army, beginning in the Guards. He had
to leave the Guards before he was two-and-twenty—never
mind why. They are very strict in the army, and they were
too strict for the honorable John. He went out to India to
see whether they were equally strict there, and to try a little
active service. In the matter of bravery (to give him his
due) he was a mixture of bull-dog and game-cock, with a
dash of the savage. Ile was at the taking of Seringapatam.
Soon afterward he changed into another regiment, and, in
courre of time, changed again into a third. In the third he
got his last step as licutenant-colonel, and, getting that, got
also a sun-stroke, and came home to England.

He came back with a character that closed the doors of
sll bis family against him, my lady (then just married) tuk-
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a conspiracy of living rogues, set loose on us by the ven-
geance of a dead man. There was our situation, as revealed
to me in Mr. Franklin’s last words! Who ever heard the
like of it—in the nineteenth century, mind ; in an age of
pro, , and in a country which rejoices in the blessings of
the British constitution ? Nobody ever heard the like of it,
and, consequently, nobody can be expected to believe it. 1
shall go on with my story, however, in spite of that.

When you get a sudden alarm, of the sort that I had got
now, nine times out of ten the place you feel it in is your
stomach. When you feel it in your stomach your attention
wanders, and you begin to fidget. I fidgeted silently in my
place on the sand. Mr. Franklin noticed me, contending
with s Eerturbed stomach, or mind, which you please—they
mean the same thing—and, checking himself just as he was
starting with his part of the story, said to me, sharply,
“ What do you want ?”

What did I want? I dido’t tell Aim; but Il tell you, in
confidence. I wanted a whiff of my pipe, and a turn at Rob-
inson Crusoe.

CHAPTER VL

KEeepIiNG my private sentiments to myself, I respectfull
uested Mr. Franklin to go on. Mr. Franklin rcpliet{
mon’t fidget, Betteredge,” and went on.

Our young gentleman’s first words informed me that his
dircoveries, concerning the wicked Colonel and the Diamond,
had begun with a' visit which he had paid (before he came
to usx) to his father's lawyer at Hampstead. A chance word
dropped by Mr. Franklin, when the two were alone, one day,
after dinner, revealed that he had been charged by his fa-
ther with a birthday present to be taken to Miss Rachel.
One thing led to another; and it ended in the lawyer men-
tioning what the present really was, and how the friendly
connection between the late Colonel and Mr. Blake, Senior,
had taken its rise. The facts here are really so extraordi-
nary that I doubt if I can trust my own language to do jus-
tice to them. I prefer trying to report Mr. Franklin’s dis-
coveries, as nearly as may be, in Mr. Franklin’s own words,

“You remember the time, Betteredge,” he said, *“ when
my father was trying to prove his title to that unlucky
Dukedom? Well! that was also the time when my uncle
Herncastle returned from India. My father discovered than






THE MOONSTONE. 49

and any man in his senses had only to apply to the police.
The Colonel had been a notorious opium-eater for years
K:“; and, if the only way of getting at the valuable papers

possessed was by accepting a matter of opium as a mat-
ter of fact, my father was quite willing to take the ridicu-
lous responsibility imposed upon him—all the more readily
that it involved no trouble to himself. ~The Diamond and
the sealed instructions went into his banker’s strong-room,
and the Colonel’s letters, periodically reporting him a living
mau, were received and opened by the lawyer, as my father’s
representative. No sensible person, in a similar ition,
could have viewed the matter in any other way. Nothing
in this world, Betteredge, is probable unless it appeals to
our own trumpery experience ; and we only believe in a ro-
mance when we see it in a newspaﬂer.”

It was plain to me from this, that Mr. Franklin thought
his father’s notion about the Colonel hasty and wrong.

“ What is your own private opinion about the matter, sir?”
I asked.

“Let’s finish the story of the Colonel first,” says Mr.
Franklin. “There is a curious want of system, Betteredge,
in the English mind; and your question, my old friend, is an
instance of it. When we are not occupied in making ma-
chinery, we are (mentally speaking) the most slovenly peo-
ple in the universe.”

“So mach,” I thougl.t to myself, “ for a foreign education !
He h,n’m learned that way of girding at us in France, I sup-

Mr. Franklin took up the lost thread, and went on.

“My father,” he said, “got the papers he wanted, and
never saw his brother-in-law again, from that time. Year
after year, on the pre-arranged days, the pre-arranged letter
came from the Colonel, and was opened by the lawyer. I
have reen the letters, in a heap, all of them written in the
same brief, business-like form of words: ¢ Sir,—This is to
certify that I am still a living man. Let the Diamond be.
John Herncastle.” That was all he ever wrote, and that
came regularly to the day; until some rix or cight months
since, when the form of the letter varied for the first time.
1t ran now: ‘Sir,—They tell me I am dying. Come to me,
and help me to make my will."” The lawyer went, and found
him, in the little suburban villa, surrounded by its own

rounds, in which he had lived alone ever since he had left
fndis. He had dogs, cats, and birds to keep him company;
but no human being necar him, except the person who came
daily to Jdo the housework, and the doctor at the bedside.

4
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as it is in yours. The present question for us to decide is
whether I am wrongly attaching a meaning to a mere acci-
dent? or whether we really have evidence of the Indians be-
ing on the track of the Moonstone, the moment it is removed
from the safe-keeping of the bank ”

Neither he nor I seemed to fancy dealing with this part
of the inquiry. We looked at each other, and then we look-
ed at the tide, oozing in smoothly, higher and higher, over
the Shivering Sand.

“What are you thinking of ?” says Mr. Franklin, suddenly.

“1 was thinking, sir,” I answered, “ that I should like to
shy the Diamond into the quicksand, and settle the question
in that way.”

“If you have got the value of the stone in your pocket,”
answered Mr. Franklin, “say so, Betteredge, and in it goes !”

It’s curious to note, when your mind’s anxious, how very
far in the way of relief a very small joke will go. 'We found
a fund of merriment, at the time,in the notion of making
away with Miss Rachel’s lawful property, and getting Mr.
Blake, as executor, into dreadful trouble—though where the
merriment was I am quite at a loss to discover now.

Mr. Franklin was the first to bring the talk back to the
talk’s proper purpose. He took an envelope out of his pock-
et, opened it, and handed to me the paper inside.

“ Betteredge,” he said, “ we must face the question of the
Colonel’s motive in leaving this legacy to his niece for my
aunt’s sake. Bear in mind how Lady Verinder treated her
brother from the time when he returned to England, to the
time when he told you he should remember his niece's birth-
day. And read that.”

He gave me the extract from the Colonel’s Will. T have
got it by me while I write these words; and I copy it, as fol-
lows, for your benefit :

“Thirdly, and lastly, I give and ber{ueath to my niece,
Rachel Verinder, daughter and only child of my sister, Julia
Verinder, widow, the yellow Diamond belonging to me, and
known in the East by the name of The Moonstone—=subject
to this condition, that her mother, the said Julia Verinder,
shall be living at the time. And I hereby desire my exec-
utor, in that event, to give my Diamond, either by his own
bands or by the hands of some trustworthy representative
whom he shall appoint, into the personal possession of my
said niece Rachel, on her next birthday after my death, and
in the presence of my sister, the said Julia Verinder. And
furthermore, I desire also that my sister, as aforesaid, may be
informed, by means of a true copy of this, the third and leat
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lin. “Why did my uncle leave the Diamond to Rachel ?
Why didn’t he leave it to my aunt ?”

“That’s not beyond guessing, sir, at any rate,” I said.
“Colonel Herncastle knew my lady well enough to know
that she would refuse to accept any legacy that came to her
from Aim.”

“How did he know that Rachel might not refuse to ac-
cept it, too ?”

“Is there any young lady in existence, sir, who could re-
sist the temptation of accepting such a birthday present as
The Moonstone ?”

“That’s the Subjective view,” says Mr. Franklin. “It does
you great credit, Betteredge, to be able to take the Subject-
1ve view. But there’s another mystery about the Colonel’s
legacy which is not accounted for yet. How are we to ex-
plain his only giving Rachel her birthday present condition-
ally on her mother being alive ?”

“] don’t want to slander a dead man, sir,” I answered.
“ Bat if he has purposely left a legacy of trouble and danger
to his sister, by the means of her child, it must be a legacy
made conditional on his sister’s being alive to feel the vex-
ation of it.”

“Oh! That’s your interpretation of his motive,is it? The
Subjective interpretation again! Mave you ever been in
Germany, Betteredge ?”

“No, sir. What's your interpretation, if you please ?”

“1 can see,” says Mr. Franklin, “that the Colonel’s object
may, quite possibly, have been—not to benefit his nicce,
whom he had never even seen—Dbut to prove to his sister
that he had died forgiving her, and to prove it very prettily
by means of a present made to her child. There is a totally
different explanation from yours, Betteredge, taking its rise
in a Subjective-Objective point of view. From all Tean see,
one interpretation is just as likely to be right as the other.”

Having brought matters to this pleasant and comforting
issue, Mr. Franklin appeared to think that he had completed
all that was required of him. 1le laid down flat on his back
on the sand, and asked what was to be done next.

He had been so clever and clear-headed (before he began
to talk the foreign gibberish), and had so completely taken
the lead in the business up to the present time, that I was
quite unprepared for such a sudden change as he now exhib-
ited in this {\elploss leaning upon me. It was not till later
that I learned—by assistance of Miss Rachel, who was the
first to make the discovery—that these puzzling shifts and
transformations in Mr. Franklin were due to the effect on
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ed. “Your father put it in the safe-keeping of a bank in

London. You put it in the safe-keeping of the bank at Feri-

zinghall.” (Frizinghall was our nearest town, and the Bank

of England wasu’t safer than the bank there.) “If I were
ou, sir,” I added, “I would ride straight away with it to
‘rizinghall before the ladies come back.”

The prospect of doing something—and, what is more, of
doing that something on a horss -brought Mr. Franklin up
like lightning from the flat of his hack. ﬁe sprang to his feet,
and pulled me up, without ceremony, on to mine. “ Better-
edge, you are worth your weight in gold,” he said. “Come
along, and saddle the best horse in the stables directly !”

Here (God bless it]) was the original English foundation
of him showing through all the foreign varnish at last!
Here was the gMast,er Franklin I remembered, coming out
agsin in the good old way at the prospect of a ride, and re-
minding me of the good old times! Saddle a horse for him!
I would have saddled a dozen horses if he could only have
ridden them all!

We went back to the house in a hurry; we had the fleet-
est horse in the stables saddled in a hurry; and Mr. Franklin
rattled off in a hurry, to lodge the cursed Diamond once
more in the strong-room of a bank. When I heard the last
of his horse’s hoofs on the drive, and when I turned about in
the yard and found I was alone again, I felt half inclined to
ask myself if | hadn’t woke up from a dream.

CHAPTER VIL

Wuie I was in this bewildered frame of mind, sorely
needing a little quiet time by myself to put me right again,
my daughter Penelope got in my way (just as her late
mother used to get in my way on the stairs), and instantly
summoned me to tell her all t{mt had passed at the confer-
ence between Mr. Franklin and me. Under present circum-
stances, the one thing to be done was to clap the extinguish-
er upon Penelope’s curiosity on the spot. I accordingly re-
plied that Mr. Franklin and I had both talked of foreign pol-
itics till we could talk no longer, and had then mutually fall-
en asleep in the heat of the sun. Try that sort of answer
when your wife or your daughter next worries you with an
awkward question at an awﬁward time, and depend on the
natural sweetness of women for kissing and making it up
again at the next opportunity.

IR N
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the object up, I discovered that it was a small bottle, con-
taining a thick, sweet-smelling liquor, as black as ink.

I said nothing to Samuel. But, remembering what Penel-
ope had told me about the jugglers, and the pouring of the
little pool of ink into the palm of the boy’s hand, I instant-
ly suspected that I had disturbed the three Indians, lurking
a{:out the house, and bent, in their heathenish way, on dis-
covering the whereabouts of the Diamond that night.

CHAPTER VIIL

Hegg, for one moment, I find it necessary to call a halt.

On summoning up my own recollections—and on getting
Penelope to help me, by consulting her journal—I find that
we may pass pretty rapidly over the interval between Mr.
Fravklin Blake’s arrival and Miss Rachel’s birthday. For
the greater part of that time the days passed, and brought
nothing with them worth recording. ith your good leave
then, and with Denelope’s help, I shall notice certain dates
only in this place, reserving to myself to tell the story day
by day, once more, as soon as we get to the time when the
business of the Moonstone became t%e chief business of every
body in our house.

This said, we may now go on again—beginning, of course,
with the bottle of sweet-smelling ink which I found on the
gravel-walk at night.

On the next morning (the morning of the twenty-sixth) I
showed Mr. Franklin this article of jugzlery, and told him
what I have already told you. llis opinion was, not onl
that the Indians haI been lurking about after the l)iamond‘:
but also that they were actually foolish enough to believe
in their own magic—meaning thereby the maT(ing of signs
on a boy’s head, and the pouring of ink into a boy’s hand,
and then expecting him to sec persons and things beyond
the reach of numan vision. In our country, as well as in
the East, Mr. Franklin informed me, there are people who
practice this curious hocus-pocus (without the ink, however);
and who call it by a French name, signifying something like
brightoess of sight. “ Depend upon it,” says Mr. Franklin,
“the Indians took it for granted that we should keep the
Diamond here ; and they brought their clairvoyant boy to
show them the way to it, if they succeeded in getting 1nto
the house last night.”

“ Do you think they'll try again, sir?” I asked.
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walking down stairs without his head ; and when you won-
der what this cruel nastiness means, you are told that it
means a taste in m&) young master or my young mistress for
nataral history. metimes, again, you see them occupied
for hours together in spoiling a pretty flower with pointed
instruments, out of a stupid curiosity to know what the
flower is made of. Is its color any prettier, or its scent any
sweeter, when you do know? But there! the poor souls
must get through the time, you see—they must get through
the time. Yon dabbled in nasty mand, and made pies, when
you were a child; and you dabzle in nasty science, and dis-
sect spiders, and spoil flowers, when you grow up. In the
one case and in the other the secret of it is that you have
got nothing to think of in your %oor empty head, and noth-
ing to do with your poor idle hands. And so it ends in
zour spoiling canvas with paints, and making a smell in the
ouse ; or in keeping tadpoles in a glass box full of dirty
water, and turning every body’s stomach in the house ; or in
chipping off bits of stone here, there, and everywhere, and
dropping grit into all the victuals in the house ; or in stain-
ing your fingers in the pursuit of photography, and doing
justice without mercy on every body’s fuce in the house.
t often falls heavy enough, no doubt, on people who are
really obliged to get their living, to be forced to work for
the clothes that cover them, the roof that shelters them, and
the food that keeps them going. But compare the hardest
day’s work you ever did with the idleness that splits flowers
and pokes its way into spiders’ stomachs, and thank your
stars that your head has got somett ing it must think of| and
your hands something that they must do.

As for Mr. Franklin and Miss Rachel, they tortured noth-
ing, I am glad to say. They simply confined themselves to
making a8 mess; nndyall they spoiled, to do them justice, was
the paneling of a door.

“ Mr. Franklip’s universal geniug, dabbling in every thing,
dabbled in what he called “decorative painting.” ¥ic had
invented, he informed us, a new mixture to moisten paint
with, which he described as a “ vehicle.” What it was made
of I don’t know. What it did I can tell you in two words
—it stank. Miss Rachel being wild to try her hand at the
new process, Mr. Franklin sent to London for the materials;
mixed them up, with accompaniment of a smell which made
the very dogs sneeze when they came into the room; put
an apron and a bib over Miss Rachel’s gown, and set her to
work decorating her own little sitting-room—called, for want
of English to name it in, her “ boudoir.” They began with
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With all his bri{htness and cleverness and general good
qualities, Mr. Franklin’s chance of topping Mr. Godfrey in
our young lady’s estimation was,in my opinion, a very poor
chance indeed.

In the first place, Mr. Godfrey was, in point of size, the
finest man by far of the two. He stood over six feet high;
he had a beautiful red and white color; a smooth round
face, shaved as bare as your hand ; and a head of lovely long
flaxen hair, falling negligently over the poll of his neck.
But why do I try to give you this personal description of
him? If you ever subscribed to a Ladies’ Charity in London,
you know Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite as well as I do. He was
a barrister by profession; a ladies’ man bg temperament ;
and a good Samaritan by choice. Female benevolence and
female destitution could do nothing without him. Maternal
societies for confining poor women; Magdalen societies for
rescuing poor women; strong-minded societies for putting
poor women into poor men’s places,and leaving the men to
shift for themsclves—he was vice-president, manager, referee
to them all. Wherever there was a table with a committee
of ladies sitting round it in council, there was Mr. Godfrey
at the bottom of the board, keeping the temper of the com-
mittee, and leading the dear creatures along the thorny ways
of businees, hat in hand. I do suppose this was the most
accomplished philanthropist (on a small independence) that
England ever produced. As a speaker at charitable meet-
ings the like of him for drawing your tears and your money
was not easy to find. He was quite a public character.
The last time I was in London my mistress gave me two
treats. She sent me to the theatre to sce a dancing woman
who was all the rage; and she sent me to Exeter Hall to
hear Mr. Godfrey. The lady did it with a band of music.
The gentleman did it with a handkerchief and a glass of
water. Crowds at the performance with the legs. Ditto
at the performance with the tongue. And with all this the
sweetest-tempered person (I allude to Mr. Godfrey) — the
simplest and pleasantest and easiest to please—you ever met
with. He loved every body. And every body loved Aim.
What chance had Mr. Franklin—what chance had any body
of average reputation and capacities—against such a man as
this ?

On the fourteenth came Mr. Godfrey’s answer.

He accepted my mistress’s invitation, from the Wednes-
day of the birthday to the evening of Friday—when his du-
ties to the Ladies’ Charities would oblige him to return to
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man hud gone away again) to my lady. She probably hinted
something about it next to her daughter. At any rate, Miss
Rachel was reported to have said some severe things to Mr.
Franklin, at the piano that evening, about the people he had
lived among, and the principles he had ado;:ted in foreign
parts. The next day, for the first time, nothing was done
toward the decoration of the door. I suspect some impru-
dence of Mr. Franklin’s on the Continent—with a woman or
a debt at the bottom of it—had followed him to England.
But that is all guess-work. In this case, not only Mr. Frank-
lin, but my lady too, for a wonder, left me in the dark.

On the seventeenth, to all appearance, the cloud passed
away again. They returned to their decorating work on the
door, and seemed to be as good friends as ever. If Penelope
was to be believed, Mr. Franklin had seized the opportunity
of the reconciliation to make an offer to Miss Rachel, and bad
neither been accepted nor refused. My girl was sure (from
signs and tokens which I need not trouble you with) that
her young mistress had fought Mr. Franklin off by declining
to believe that he was in earnest, and had then secretly re-
gretted treating him in that way afterward. Though Penel.
ope was admitted to more familiarity with her young mis.
tress than maids generally are—tor the two had been almost
brought up together as children—still I knew Miss Rachel’s
reserved character too well to believe that she would show
her mind to any body in this way. What my daughter told
me on the present occasion was, as I suspected, more what
she wished than what she really knew.

On the nineteenth another event happened. We had the
doctor in the house professionally. IHe was summoned to
prescribe for a person whom I have had occasion to present
to you in these pages —our second house-maid, Rosanna
Spearman.

This poor girl—who had puzzled me, as you know already,
at the Shivering Sand—puzzled me more than once again in
the interval time of which I am now writing. Penelope’s
notion that her fellow-servant was in love with Mr. Franklin
(which my daughter, by my orders, kept strictly secret)
seemed to me just as absurd as ever.  But I must own that
what I myself raw, and what my daughter saw also, ot our
second house-maid’s conduct began to lovk mysterious, to
n{' the least of it.

‘or example, the girl constantly put herself in Mr. Frank-
lin’s way—very slyly and quietly, but she did it. He took
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CHAPTER IX.

JuNE twenty-first, the day of the birthday, was cloudy
and unsettled at sunrise, but toward noon it cleared up
bravely.

We, in_the servants’ hall, began this happy anniversary,
as usual, by offering our little presents to Miss Rachel, with
the regular speech delivered annually by me as the chief. I
follow the plan adopted by the Queen in opening Parliament
—namely, the plan of saying much the same thing regular-
ly every year. Before it is delivered, my speech (like the
&ueen’s) 18 looked for as eagerly as if nothing of the kind
had ever been beard before. When it is delivered, and turns
out not to be the novelty anticipated, though they grumble
a little, they look forward hopefully to something newer
next year. An easy people to govern,in the Parliament and -
in the Kitchen—that’s the moral of it.

After breakfast, Mr. Fraunklin and I had a private con-
ference on the subject of the Moonstone—the time havin
now come for removinE it from the bank at Frizinghall, ang
placing it in Miss Rachel’s own hands.

Whether he had been trying to make love to his cousin
again, and had got a rebuff —or whether his broken rest,
night after night, was aggravating the queer contradictions
and uncertainties in his character—I don’t know. But cer-
tain it is, that Mr. Franklin failed to show himself at his best
on the morning of the birthday. le was in twenty different
minds about the Diamond in as many minutes. For my part,
I stuck fast by the plain facts as we knew them. Not‘ning
had happened to justify us in alarming my lady on the sub-
ject of the jewel; and nothing could alter the legal obliga-
tion that now lay on Mr. Franklin to put it in his cousin’s
possession. That was my view of the matter; and, twist
and turn it a8 he might, he was forced in the end to make it
his view too. We arranged that he was to ride over, after
lunch, to Fritzinghall, and bring the Diamond back, with Mr.
Godfrey and the two young ladies, in all probability, to keep
him company on the way home again.

This settled, our young gentleman went back to Miss
Rachel.

They consumed the whole morning, and part of the after-
noon, in the everlasting business of decorating the door, Pe-
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sion in the main, a repetition of what had passed be-
tween Mr. Franklin and me at the Shivering Sand—with
this difference, that I took care to keep my own counsel
about the jugglers, seeing that nothing had happened to
jnsti? me in alarming my lady on this head. hen I re-
ceived my dismissal I could see that she took the blackest
view possible of the Colonel’s motives, and that she was bent
on getting the Moonstone out of her daughter’s possession
at the first opportunity.

On my way back to my own part of the house I was en-
countered by Mr. Franklin. He wanted to know if I had
seen any thing of his cousin Rachel. I had seen nothing of
her. uld I tell him where his cousin Godfrey was? I
didn’t know, but I began to suspect that Cousin Godfre’y
might not be far away from Cousin Rachel. Mr. Franklin’s
suspicions apparently took the same turn. Ie tugged hard
at his beard, and went and shut himself up in the library
with a bang of the door that had a world of meaning in it.

I was interrupted no more in the business of preparing for
the birthday dinner till it was time for me to smarten my-
self up for receiving the company. Just as I had got my
white waistcoat on, Penelope presented herself at my toilet,
on pretense of brushing what little hair I have got left, and
improving the tie of my white cravat. My girl was in high
spirits, and I saw she had romething to say to me. She gave
me a kiss on the top of my bald head, and whispered, “ News
for you, father! Miss Rachel has refused him.”

“Who's him 7 1 asked.

“The ladies’ committee-man, father,” says Penclope. “A
nasty, sly fellow. I hate him for trying to supplant Mr.

Franklin

It I had had breath enoagh I should certainly have pro-
tested against this indecent way ot speaking of an eminent
philanthropic character. But my daughter happened to be
improving the tie of my cravat at that moment, and the
whole strength of her feelings found its way into her fingers.
I never was more nearly strangled in my life.

“I saw him take her away alone into the rose-garden,”
says Penelope.  “And I waited behind the holly to ree how
they came back. They had gone out arm in arm, both
langhing. They came back, walking separate, as grave as
grave could be, and looking straight away from each other
in a manner which there was no mistaking. I never was
more delighted, father, in my life! There's one woman in
the world who can resist Mr. Godfrev Ablewhite, at any
rate; and, if I was a lady, I should be another!”
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knew him to say before. Take one sample of the way in

which he went on, and you will understand what I had to

put up with at the sideboard, officiating as I was in the

zhe:racter of a man who had the prosperity of the festival at
rt.

One of our ladies present at dinner was worthy Mrs.
Threadgall, widow of the late Professor of that name. Talk-
ing of her deceased husband perpetually, this good lady
never mentioned to strangers that he was deceased. She
thought, I suppose, that every able-bodied adult in England
ought to know as much as that. In one of the gaps of si-
lence somebody mentioned the dry and rather nasty sub-
Ject of buman anatomy; whereupon good Mrs. Threadgall
straightway brought in her late husband as usual, without
mentioning that he was dead. Anatomy she described as the
Professor’s favorite recreation in his leisure hours. As ill
lack would have it, Mr. Candy, sitting opposite (who knew
nothing of the deceased gent]eman),%)ear her. Being the
most polite of men, he seized the opportunity of assisting
the Professor’s anatomical amusements on the spot.

“They have got some remarkably fine skeletons lately at
the College of Surgeons,” says Mr. Candy, across the table,
in a loud cheerful voice. “I strongly recommend the Pro-
fessor, ma’am, when he next has an hour to spare, to pay
them a visit.”

You might have heard a pin fall. The company (out of
respect to the Professor’s memory) all sat speechless. 1 was
behind Mrs. Threadgall at the time, plying her confidentially
with a glass of hoci. She dropped her head, and said, in a
very low voice, “ My beloved husband is no more.”

Unlucky Mr. Candy, hearing nothing, and miles away from
suspecting the truth, went on across the table louder and
politer than ever.

“The Professor may not be aware,” says he, “that the
card of a member of the College will admit him, on any day
but Sunday, between the hours of ten and four.”

Mrs. Threadgall dropped her head right into her tucker,
and, in a lower voice still, repeated the solemn words, “ My
beloved husband is no more.”

I winked hard at Mr. Candy across the table. Miss Ra-
chel touched his arm. My lady looked unutterable things
at him. Quite useless! On he went, with a cordiality that
there was no stopping anyhow. *1 shall be delighted,” says
he, “ to aend the Protessor my eard, it you will oblige me by
wentioning his present address ?”

“His present address, sir, is the grave,” says Mrs. Thread:

6
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thwaite bad spoken to him. He bowed to my lady, and in-
formed her that the exhibition was over. The Bouncers, in-
describably disappointed, burst out with a loud “Oh!” di-
rected against LK' Murthwaite for stopping the performance.
The chiet Indian laid his hand humbly on his breast, and said
the second time that the juggling was over. The little boy
went round with the hat. The ladies withdrew to the draw-
ing-room ; and the gentlemen (excepting Mr. Franklin and
Mr. Murthwaite) returned to their wine. I and the footman
followed the Indians, and saw them safe off the premises.

Gowg back by way of the shrubbery, I smelled tobacco,
and found Mr. Franklin and Mr. Murthwaite (the latter
smoking a cheroot) walking slowly up and down among the
trees. Mr. Franklin beckoned to me to join them.

“This,” says Mr. Franklin, presenting me to the great
traveler, “is Gabriel Betteredge, the old servant and friend
of our family of whom I spoke to you just now. Tell him,
if you please, what you have just told me.”

fr. Murthwaite took his cheroot out of his mouth and
leaned, in his weary way, against the trunk of a tree.

“ Mr. Betteredge,” he began, “those three Indians are no
more jugglers than you and I are.”

Here was a new surprise! I naturally asked the traveler
if he had ever met with the Indians before.

“ Never,” says Mr. Murthwaite; “but I know what Indian
juggling really is. All you have seen to-night is a very bad
and clumsy imitation of it. Unless, after long experience, I
am utterly mistaken, those men are high-caste Brahmans. 1
charged them with being disguised, and you saw how it told
on them, clever as the Hindoo people are in concealing their
feelings. There is a mystery about their conduct that I
can't explain. They have doubly sacrificed their caste—
first, in crossing the sea; secondly, in disguising themselves
as jugglers. In the land they live in that is a tremendous
sacrifice to make. There must be some very serious motive
at the bottom of it, and some justification of no ordinary
kind to plead for them, in recovery of their caste, when they
return to their own country.”

I was struck dumb. Mr. Murthwaite went on with his
cheroot. Mr. Franklin, after what looked to me like a little
private veering about between the different sides of his
character, broke the silence as follows, speaking in his nice
Italian manner, with his solid English foundation showing
through:

“I feel some hesitation, Mr. Murthwaite, in troubling you
with family matters, in which you can have no interest, and
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“No. I happened to ride back with my cousing and the
gmom.’l

“I beF to congratulate you for the third time! If you
ever feel inclined to travel be{ond the civilized limits, Mr.
Blake, let me know,and I will go with you. You are a
lucky man.”

Here I struck in. This sort of thing didn’t at all square
with my English ideas.

“You don’t really mean to say,sir,” I asked, “ that the
would have taken ﬁr. Franklin’s life, to get their Diamond,
if he had given them the chance ?”

“Do you smoke, Mr. Betteredge ?” says the traveler.

“ Yes, sir.”

“Do you care much for the ashes left in your pipe when
you empty it ?”

“ No, sir.”

“In the country those men came from they care just as
mauch about killing a man as you care about emptymng the
ashes out of your pipe. If a thousand lives stoog Ket.ween
them and the getting back of their Diamond—aud if they
thought they could destroy those lives without discovery—
they would take them all. The sacrifice of caste is a seri-
ous thing in India, if you like. The sacrifice of life is noth-
ing at all.”

expressed my opinion upon this that they were a set of
murdering thieves. Mr. Murthwaite expressed Ais opinion
that they were a wonderful people. Mr. Franklin, express-
in% no opinion at all, brought us back to the matter in hand.

They have seen the Moonstone on Miss Verinder’s dress,”
he said. “ What is to be done ?”

“ What your uncle threatened to do,” answered Mr. Mur-
thwaite. “Colonel Herncastle understood the people he had
to deal with. Send the Diamond to-morrow (under guard
of more than one man) to be cut up at Amsterdam. Make
half a dozen diamonds of it instead of one. There is an end
of its sacred identity as The Moonstone—and there is an end
of the conspiracy.”

Mr. Franklin turned to me.

“There is no help for it,” he said. “We must speak to
Lad{' Verinder to-morrow.”

“What about to-night, sir?” I asked. “Suppose the In-
dians come back ?”

.\h;‘. Murthwaite answered me before Mr. Franklin could
speak.

p“}"l'be Indians won’t risk coming back to-night,” he said.
“The direct way is hardly ever the way they take to any
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of whist for the first time in our experience of her. She had
seen the great traveler asleep in a corner. She had over-
heard Mr. Franklin sharpening his wits on Mr. Godfrey, at
the expense of Ladies’ (g:arities in general ; and she had no-
ticed that Mr. Godfrey hit him back again rather more smart-
ly than became a gentleman of his benevolent character.
She had detected Miss Rachel, apparently engaged in ap-
peasing Mrs. Threadgall by showing her some photoiraghs,
and really occu;’)ied in stealing looks at Mr. Franklin, which no
intelligent lady’s-maid could misinterpret for a single instant.
Finally, she had missed Mr. Candy, the doctor, who had mys-
terionsly disappeared from the drawing-room, and had then
mysterionsly returned, and entered into conversation with
Mr. Godfrey. Upon the whole, things were prospering bet-
ter than the experience of the dinner gave us any right to
expect. If we could only hold on for another hour,old Fa-
ther Time would bring up their carriages, and relieve us of
them altogether.

Every thing wears off in this world; and even the com-
forting effect of Robinson Crusoe wore off after Penelope
left me. I got fidgety again, and resolved on making a sur-
vey of the grounds before the rain came. Instead of taking
the footman, whose nose was human, and therefore useless in
any emergency, I took the blood-hound with me. Zfis nose
for a stranger was to be depended on.  We went all round
the premises, and out into the road—and returned as wise as
we went, having discovered no such thing as a lurking hu-
man creature anywhere. I chained up the dog again for the
present; and, returning once more by way of the shrubbery,
met two of our gentlemen coming out toward me from the
drawing-room. The two were Mr. Candy and Mr. Godfrey,
still (as Penelope had reported them) in conversation togetﬂ-
er, and langhing softly over some pleasant conceit of their
own. I thought it rather odd that those two should have
run up a friendship together—but passed on, of course, with-
out appearing to notice them.

The arrival of the carriages was the signal for the arrival
of the rain. It poured as if it meant to pour all night.  With
the exception of the doctor, whose gig was waiting for him,
the rest of the company went home snugly under cover in
close carriages. [ told Mr. Candy that 1 was afraid he would
get wet throngh.  He told me, in return, that he wondered I
had arrived at my time of life without knowing that a doc-
tor's skin was water-proof. 8o he drove away in the rain,
laughing over his own little joke; and so we got rid of ecur
dinper company.

The next thiog to tell is the story of the night.
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the Indian diamond in the Indian cabinet for the gurpose of
permitting two beautiful native productions to admire each
other. Having let her little flow of nonsense run on as far
as that point, her mother interposed and stopped her.

lu;‘ My dear! your Indian cabinet has no lock to it,” says my
“yGood heavens, mamma !” cries Miss Rachel, “is this a
hotel? Are there thieves in the house ?”

Without taking notice of this fantastic way of talking, my
lady wished the gentlemen good-night. She next turned to
Miss Rachel, am(lg kissed her. “ Why not let me keep the
Diamond for you to-night ?” she asked.

Miss Rachel received that proposal as she might, ten years
since, have received a proposal to part her from a new doll.

&l&dy saw there was no reasoning with her that night.
“Come into my room, Rachel, the first thing to-morrow
moming‘,; she said. “I shall have something to say to

ou.” ith those last words she left us slowly; thinkin
er own tbonghts, and, to all appearance, not best pleaseg
with the way by which they were leading her.

Miss Rachel was the next to say good-night. She shook
hands first with Mr. Godfrey, who was standing at the oth-
er end of the hall, looking at a picture. Then she turned
back to Mr. Franklin, stﬁl sitting weary and silent in a
corner.

What words passed between them I can’t say. But stand-
ing near the old oak frame which holds our large looking-
gilua, I saw her, reflected in it, slyly slipping the locket which

r. Franklin had given to her out of the bosom of her dress,
and showing it to him for & moment, with & smile which cer-
tainly meant something out of the common, before she trip-

off to bed. This Incident staggered me a little in the
reliance I had previously felt on my own judgment. I be-
gan to think that Penelope might be right about the state
of her young lady’s affections after all.

As soon as Miss Rachel left him eyes to see with, Mr.
Franklin noticed me. His variable humor, shifting about
every thing, had shifted about the Indians already.

“ Betteredge,” he said, “1 am half inclined to think T took
Mr. Murthwaite too seriously when we had that talk in the
shrubbery. I wonder whether he has been trying any of his
traveler's tales on us? Do you really mean to let the dogs
loose ?”

“I'll relieve them of their coflars, sir,” I answered, “and
leave them free to take a turn in the night, if they smell a
reason for it.”
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the rain, and the sighing of the wind among the trees as a
breeze sprang up with the morning.

About half-past seven I woke, and opened my window on
a fine sunshiny day. The clock had struck eight, and I was
just going out to chain up the dogs again, when I heard a
sudden whisking of petticoats on the stairs behind me.

I turned about, and there was Penelope flying down after
me like mad. “Father!” she screamed, “ come up stairs, for
God’s sake! The Diamond is gone!”

“ Are you out of yo#r mind ?” I asked her.

“Gone!” says Penelope. ‘Gone, nobody knows how!
Come up and see.”

She dragged me after her into her young lady’s sitting-
room, which opened into her bedroom. There, on the thresh-
old of her bedroom door, stood Miss Rachel, almost as white
in the face as the white dressing-gown that clothed her.
There also stood the two doors of the Indian cabinet, wide
open. One of the drawers inside was pulled out as far as it
would go.

“ Look !” says Penelope. “I myself saw Miss Rachel put
the Diamond into that drawer last night.”

I went to the cabinet. The drawer was empty.

“Is this true, miss 2’ I asked.

With a look that was not like herself, with a voice that
was not like her own, Miss Rachel answered, as my daugh-
ter had answered:

“The Diamond is gone.”

Having said those words, she withdrew into her bedroom,
and shut and locked the door.

Before we knew which way to turn next my lady came in,
hearing my voice in her daughter’s sitting-room, and won-
dering what had happencd. The news of the loss of the
Diamond seemed to petrity her. She went straight to Miss
Rachel's bedroom and insisted on being admitted.  Miss
Rachel let her in.

The alarm, running through the house like fire, caught the
two gentlemen next.

Mr. Godfrey was the first to come out of his room. All
he did when he heard what had happened was to hold up
his hands in a atate of bewilderment, which didn’t say mucL
for his natural strength of mind.  Mr. Franklin, whose clear
head I had confidently counted on to advise us, seemed to
be as helpless as his cousin when he heard the news in his
turn. For a wonder, he had had a good night’s rest at last;
and the unaccustomed luxury of sleep had, as he sald Wm
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V11 ecemed to be uppermost now. The only question was
Yow long would it last ?)

He put pen, ink, and paper before his aunt, who (as it ap-

})ea to me) wrote the letter he wanted a little unwilling-

y- If it had been possible to overlook such an event as the
loss of a 'iewel worth twenty thousand pounds, I believe—
with my lady’s opinion of her late brother, and her distrust
of his birthday-gift—it would have been privately a relief to
her to let the thieves get off with the Moonstone scot-free.

I went out with Mr. Franklin to the stables, and took the
opportunity of asking him how the Indians (whom I suspect-
ed, of course, as shrewdly as he did) could possibly have got
into the bouse.

“ One of them might have slipped into the hall, in the con-
fusion, when the dinner-company were going away,” says
Mr. Franklin. “The fellow may have been under the sofa
while my aunt and Rachel were talking about where the Di-
amond was to be pat for the night. I-fe would only have to
wait till the house was quiet,and there it would be in the
cabinet, to be had for the taking.” With those words he
called to the groom to open the gate, and galloped off.

This seemeg certainly to be the only rational explanation.
But how had the thief contrived to make his escape from
the house? T had found the front door locked and bolted,
as I had left it at night, when T went to open it, after getting
up. As for the other doors and windows, there they were
still, all safe and fast, to speak for themselves. The dogs,
too? Suppose the thief had got away by dropping from
one of the upper windows, how had he escaped the dogs?
Had he come provided for them with drugged meat? As
the doubt crossed my mind, the dogs themselves came gal-
loping at me round a corner, rolling each other over on the
wet grass, in such lively health and spirits that it was with
no small difliculty I brought them to reason, and chained
them up again. e more I turned it over in my mind, the
less satisfactory Mr. Franklin’s expianation appeared to be,

We had our breakfast—whatever happens in a house, rob-
bery or murder, it doesn’t matter, you must have your break-
fast.  When we had done, my lady sent for me; and I found
myself compelled to tell her all that I had hitherto conceal-
ed, relating to the Indians and their 1}»10(. Being a woman
of high courage, she soon got over the first startling effect
of what I had to communicate. Her mind seemed to be far
more perturbed about her daughter than about the heathen
rogues and their conspiracy. * You know how odd Rachel
is, and how differcntly she behaves sometimes from other
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s man of just and equal temper, I admit that. Still Mr. Su-
perintendent might have remembered—never mind what he
might have remembered. The devil take him !

e next and last step in the investigation brought mat-
ters, as they say, to a crisis. The officer had an interview
(at which { was present) with my lady. After informing
her that the Diamond must have been taken by somebody
in the house, he requested permission for himself and his men
to search the servants’ rooms and boxes on the spot. My
good mistress, like the generous, high-bred woman she was,
refused to let us be treated like thieves. “I will never con-
sent to make sach a return as that,” she said, “ for all I owe
to the faithful servants who are employed in my house.”

Mr. Superintendent made his bow, with a look in my direc-
tion, which said plainly, “ Why employ me if you are to tie
my hands in this way?” As head of the servants, I felt di-
rectly that we were bound, in justice to all parties, not to
profit bg our mistress’s generosity. “We gratefully thank
your ladyship,” I said; “but we ask permission to do what
18 right in this matter by giving up our keys. When Ga-
briel Betteredge sets the example,” says I, stopping Superin-
tendent Seegrave at the door, “the rest of the servants will
follow, I promise you. There are my keys, to begin with!”
My lady took me by the hand, and thanked me with the
tears in her eyes. Lord! what would I not have given,at
that moment, for the privilege of knocking Superintendent
Seegrave down !

As I had promised for them, the other servants followed
my lead, sorely against the grain, of course, but all taking
the view that ¥took. The women were a sight to see, while
the police officers were rummaging among their things.
The cook looked as if she could grill Mr. Superintendent
alive on a furnace, and the other women looked as if they
could eat him when he was done.

The search over, and no Diamond or sign of a Diamond
being found, of course, anywhere, Superintendent Secegrave
retired to my little room to consider with himself what he
was to do next. He and his men had now been hours in the
house, and had not advanced us one inch toward a discovery
of how the Moonstone had been taken, or of whom we were
to suxpect as the thief.

While the police ofticer was still pondering in solitude, I
was sent for to see Mr. Franklin in tsle library. To my un-
utterable astonishment, just as my hand was on the door it
was suddenly opened from the inside,and out walked Ro-
sanna Spearman !
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Keep about the house, Betteredge, till I come back, and try
what you can make of Rosanna Spearman. 1 don’t ask you
to do any thing degrading to your own self-respect, or any
thing cruel toward the girl. Iouly ask you to exercise your
observation more carefully than usual. We will make as
light of it a8 we can before my aunt; but this is a more im-
portant matter than you may suppose.”

“It’s a matter of twenty thousand pounds, sir,” I said,
thinking of the value of the Diamond.

“It’s a matter of quieting Rachel’s mind,” answered Mr.
Franklin, gravely. “I am very uneasy about her.”

He left me suddenly, as if he desired to cut short any fur
ther talk between us. I thought I understood why. Fur
ther talk might have let me into the secret of what Miss
Rachel had said to him on the terrace.

So they drove away to Frizinghall. I was ready enough,
in the girl’s own interest, to have a little talk with Rosanna
in ¥rivate. But the needful opportunity failed to present it-
self. She only came down stairs again at tea-time. When
she did appear she was flighty and excited, had what they
call an hysterical attack, took a dose of sal volatile by my
lady’s order, and was sent back to her bed.

he day wore on to its end drearily and miserably enough,
I can tell you. Miss Rachel still kept her room, declaring
that she was too ill to come down to dinner that day. My
lady was in such low spirits about her daughter that I could
not bring myself to make her additionally anxious hy re-
l))orting what Rosanna Spearman had raid to Mr. Franklin.
enclope persisted in believing that she was to be forthwith
tried, sentenced, and transported for theft. The other wom-
en took to their Bibles and hymn-bhooks, and looked as sour
as ve(rijuice over their reading—a resnlt which T have ob-
served, in mfy sphere of life, to follow generally on the per-
formance of acts of picty at unaccustomed periods of the
day. As for me,I hadn’t even heart enough to open my
Robinson Crusoe. I went out into the yard,and being hard
up for a little cheerful society, set my chair by the kennels
and talked to the dogs.

Half an hour before dinner-time the two gentlemen came
back from Frizinghall, having arranged with Superintendent
Seegrave that he was to return to us the next day. They
had called on Mr. Murthwaite, the Indian traveler, at his

resent residence, near the town. At Mr. Franklin's request
¢ had kindly given them the benefit of his knowledge of
the language, in dealing with those two, out of the three
Indians, who knew nothing of English. The examination,
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“]t seems an odd taste, sir,” I ventured to say, “for a
an in your line of life.”

“If you will look about you (which most people won’t
do),” says Sergeant Cuff, “ you will see that the nature of a
man’s tastes is, most times, as opposite as possible to the
pature of a man’s business. Show me any two things more
opposite one from the other than a rose and a thief, and I'll
correct my tastes accordingly—if it isn’t too late at my time
of life. You find the damask-rose a goodish stock for most
of the tender sorts, don’t you, Mr. Gardener? Ah! I thought
so. Here’s a lady coming. Is it Lady Verinder?”

He had seen her before either I or the gardener had seen
her—though we knew which way to look, and he didv’t. I
be%aen to think him rather a quicker man than he appeared
to be at first sight.

The Sergeant’s appearance, or the Sergeant’s errand—one
or both —seemed to cause my lady some little embarrass-
ment. She was, for the first time in all my experience of
her, at a loss what to say at an interview with a stranger.
Sergeant Cuff put her at Ker case directly. He asked if any
other person had been employed about the robbery before
we sent for him ; and hearing that another person had been
called in, and was now in the house, begged leave to speak
to him before any thing clse was done.

My lady led the way back. Before he followed her, the
Sergcant relieved his mind on the rubject of the gravel-
walks by a parting word to the gardener. “Get her lady-
ship to ‘try grass” he eaid, with a sour look at the paths.
“No gravel! no gravel I”

Why Superintendent Seegrave should have appeared to
be reveral sizes smaller than life, on being presented to Ser-
geant Cuff, I can’t undertake to explain. I can only state
the fact. They retired together; and remained a weary
long time shut up from all mortal intrusion. When they
came out Mr. Superintendent was excited and Mr. Sergeant
was vawning.

“The Sergeant wishes to sce Miss Verinder's sitting-
room,” says Mr. Secgrave, addressing me with great pomp
and eagerness.  “ The Sergeant may have some questions to
ask. Attend the Sergeant, if you pleage !”

While I was being ordered about in this way, I looked
at the great Cuff.  The great Cuff, on his side, looked at Su-

crintendent Seegrave in that quietly expecting way which

have already noticed. I can’t aftirm that he was on the
watch for his brother-officer’s speedy appearance in the char
acter of an Ass—I can only say that 1 strongly suspected it

8
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It’s a question of Yes or No with the paint—which is short.
It’s a question of petticoats with the woman—which is long.
What o’clock was it when the servants were in this room
Le)lat.erday morning ? Eleven o’clock—eh? Is there any

y in the house who knows whether that paint was wet
or dH, at eleven xesterday morning ?”

.‘:‘ er ladyship’s nephew, Mr. Franklin Blake, knows,” I
said.

“Is the gentleman in the house ?”

Mr. Franklin was as close at hand as could be—waitin
for his first chance of being introduced to the great Cuff.
In half a minute he was in the room, and was giving his evi-
dence as follows:

“That door, Sergeant,” he said, “has been painted by Miss
Verinder, under my inspection, with my help, and in a vehi-
cle of my own composition. The vehicle dries whatever
colors may be used with it in twelve hours.”

“Do you remember when the smeared bit was done, sir ?”
asked the Sergeant.

“ Perfectly,” answered Mr. Franklin. “ That was the last
morsel of the door to be finished. We wanted to get it
done on Wednesday last, and I myself completed it by three
in the afternoon, or soon after.”

“To-day is Friday,” said Sergeant Cuff, addressing him-
eelf to Superintendent Seegrave. “Let us reckon back, sir.
At three on the Wednesday afternoon, that bit of painting
was completed. The vehicﬁe dried it in twelve hours—that
is to say, dried it by three o’clock on Thursday morning. At
eleven on Thursday morning you held your inquiry here.
Take three from eleven and eight remains. That paint had
been eight hours dry, Mr. Superintendent, when you supposed
that the women-servants’ petticoats smeared it.”

First knock-down blow for Mr. Seegrave! If he had not
suspected poor Penelope, I should have pitied him.

Having settled the question of the paint, Sergeant Cuff,
from the moment, gave his brother-officer up as a bad job—
and addressed himself to Mr. Franklin, as the more promis-
ing assistant of the two.

*“Its quite on the cards, sir,” he said, “ that you have put
the clue 1nto our hands.”

As the words passed his lips the bedroom door opened,
and Miss Rachel came out among us suddenly.

She addressed herself to the Sergecant, without appearing
to notice (or to heed) that he was a perfect stranger to her.

“Did you say,” she asked, pointing to Mr. Franklin, “ that
he bad put the clue into your hands?”
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Here was the excuse that I bad made for her (when she
forgot berself before Superintendent Seegrave, on the pre-
vious day) being made for her over again, by a man who
couldn’t have had my interest in making it—for he was a
perfect stranger! A kind of cold shudder ran through me,
which I couldn’t account for at the time. I know now that
I must have got my first suspicion, at that moment, of a new
light (and a hornd light) having suddenly fallen on the
case, in the mind of Sei~eant Cuff—purely and entirely in
consequence of what he ha ' seen in Miss Rachel, and heard
from Miss Rachel, at that first interview between them.

“ A young lady’s tongue is a privileged member, sir,” says
the Sergeant to Mr. Franklin. “Let us forget what has
passed, and go straight on with this business. Thanks to
you, we know when the paint was dry. The next thing to
discover is when the paint was last seen without that smear.
You have got a head on your shoulders—and you under-
stand what I mean.”

Mr. Franklin composed himself, and came back with an
effort from Miss Rachel to the matter in hand.

“I think I do understand,” he said. *“The more we nar-
row the question of time the more we also narrow the field
of inquiry.”

“That’s it, sir,” said the Sergeant. “Did you notice your
work here on the Wednesday afternoon, after you had done
ity

Myr. Franklin shook his head and answered, “I can’t say I
did.”

“Did you #” inquired Sergeant Cuff, turning to me.

“I can't say I did either, sir.”

“Who wan the last person in the room, the last thing on
Wednesday night 2

* Miss Rachel, I snppose, sir.”

Mr. Franklin struck in there, “ Or possibly your daughter,
Betteredge.” He turned to Sergeant Cuff, and explained
that my danghter was Miss Verinder’s maid.

“Mr. Betteredge, ask your daughter to step up. Stop!”
says the Sergeant, taking me away to the window, out of
ear-shot.  “Your Superintendent here,” he went on, in a
whisper, “ has made a pretty full report to me of the manner
in which he has managed this case. Among other things
he has, by his own confession, set the servants’ backs up.
It's very important to smooth them down again.  Tell your
danghter, and tell the rest of them, these two things with
my compliments: First, that I have no evidence before me,
yet, that the Diamond has been stolen; I only know that
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Before we had exchanged two words the Sergeant unex-
pectedly joined us. He made up to Mr. Franklin, who re-
ceived him, I must own, hau%htily enough. “Have you any
thing to eay to me ?” was all the return he got for politely
wishing Mr. Franklin good-morning.

“I have something to say to you, sir,” answered the Ser-
eant, “ on the subject of the inquiry I am condncting here.
ou detected the turn that inquiry was really taking yester

day. Naturally enough, in your position, you are shooked
and distressed. Naturally enough, also, you visit your own
angry sense of your own family scandal upon Me.”

« \{’hat do you want?” Mr. Franklin broke in, sharply
enough.

“1 want to remind you, sir, that I have at any rate, thus
far, not been proved to be wrong. Bearing that in mind, be
pleased to remember, at the same time, that I am an officer
of the law acting here under the sanction of the mistress of
the house. Under these circumstances, is it, or is it not,

your duty as a good citizen to assist me with any special in-
ormation whici you may happen to possees

“T possess no special information,” says Mr. Franklin.

Sergeant Cuff put that answer by him, as if no answer had
been made.

“You may save my time, sir, from being wasted on an in-
quiry at a distance,”he went on,“if you choose to under-
stand me and speak out.”

“I don’t understand you,” answered Mr. Franklin; “and
I have nothing to say.”

“One of the female servants (I won’t mention names)
spoke to you privately, sir, last night.”

Once more Mr. Franklin cut him short; once more Mr,
Frauklin answered, “ I have nothing to say.”

Standing by in silence, I thought of the movement in the
swing-door, on the previous evening, and of the coat-tails
which I had seen disappearing down the passage. Sergeant
Cuff had, no doubt, just heard enough before I interrnpted
him to make him suspect that Rosanna had relieved her
mind by confessing something to Mr. Franklin Blake.

This notion had barely struck me—when who should ap-
pear at the end of the shrubbery walk but Rosanna Spear-
man in her own proper person! She was followed by Penel-
ope, who was evidently trying to make her retrace her steps
to the house. Seeing that Mr. Franklin was not alone, Ro-
sanna came to a stand-still, evidently in great perplexity
what to do next.  Penclope waited behind her. gir.%‘rank-
lin saw the girls as soon as I saw them., The Sergean, wiha

11
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I bhad promised Mr. Franklin to speak to Rosanna, and this
seemed the fittest time for keeping my word.

We found the girl sweeping the corridor outside the bed-
rooms, pale and composed, and neat as ever in her modest
print dress. I noticed a curious dimness and dullness in her
eyes—not as if she had been crying, but as if she had been
looking at something too long. Possibly it was a misty
something raised b ger own tﬁonghts. ere was certain-
ly no object about her to look at which she had not seen al-
ready hundreds on hundreds of times.

“Cheer up, Rosanna!” I said. “You mustn’t fret over

our own fancies. I have got something to say to you from

r. Franklin.”

I thereupon put the matter in the right view before her, in
the friendliest and most comforting words I could find. My
principles, in regard to the other sex, are, as you may have
noticed, very severe. But somehow or other when I come
face to face with the women, my practice (I own) is not con-
formable.

“Mr. Franklin is very kind and considerate. Please to
thank him.” That was all the answer she made me.

My daughter had already noticed that Rosanna went about
her work like a woman in a dream. [ now added to this ob-
servation that she also listened and spoke like a woman in a
dream. I doubted if her mind was in a fit condition to take
in what I had said to her.

“Are you quite sure, Rosanna, that you understand me ?”
I asked.

“ Quite sure.”

She echoed me, not like a living woman, but like a creature
moved by machinery. She went on sweeping all the time.
I took away the hroom as gently and as kindly as I could.

“Come, come, my girl!” [ said, * this is not like yourself.
You have got something on your mind. I’'m your friend—
and Dll stand your friend, even if yon have done wrong.
Make a clean breast of it, Rosanna—make a clean breast of
it!”

The time had been, when my speaking to her in that way
would have brought the tears into her eyes. I could see no
change in them now.

*“ Yes,” she said, “ I'll make a clean breast of it.”

“To my lady ¥” I asked.

“No.”

“To Mr. Franklin ?”

“Yen; to Mr. Franklin.”

I hardly knew what to say to that. She was in na caw
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I was about to send in search of Joyce. “I must attend to
Miss Verinder first.”

As the rain was still threatening, it was the close carri
that had been appointed to take Miss Rachel to Frizinghall.
Bergeant Cuff beckoned S8amuel to come down to him from
the rumble behind.

“You will see a friend of mine waiting among the trees,
on this side of the lodge-gate,” he said. “My friend, with-
out stopping the carriage, will get up into the rumble with
you. You have nothing to do bat to hold your tongue, and
shut your eyes. Otherwise, you will get into trouble.”

With that advice he sent the footman back to his place.
What Samuel thought, I don’t know. It was plain, to my
mind, that Miss Rachel was to be privately kept in view
from the time she left our house — if she did leave it. A
watch set on my young lady! A spy behind her in the rum-
ble of her mother’s carriage! I could have cut my own
tongue out for having forgotten myself so far as to speak to
Sergeant Cuff.

e first person to come out of the house was my lady.

She stood aside, on the top step, posting herself there to see

what happened. Not a word didp:he say, either to the Ser-

eant or to me. With her lips closed, and her arms folded

In the light garden-cloak which she had wrapped round her

on coming into the air, there she stood, as still as a statue,
waiting for her daughter to appear.

In a minute more Miss Rachel came down stairs, ver
nicely dressed in some soft yellow stuff that set off her dar
complexion, and clipped her tight (in the form of a jacket)
round the waist. She had a smart little straw-hat on her
head, with a white veil twisted round it. She had primrose-
colored gloves that fitted her hands like a second skin. Ier
beautiful black hair looked as smooth as satin under her hat.
Her little ears were like rosy shells—they had a pearl dan-
gling from each of them. She came swiftly out to us, as
straight as a lily on its stem, and as lithe and supple in
every movement she made as a young cat. Nothing that I
could discover was altered in her pretty face but her eyes and
her lips. Her eyes were brighter and fiercer than T liked to
see; and her lips had so completely lost their color and their
smile that I hardly knew them again. She kissed her moth-
er in a hasty and sudden manner on the cheek. She said,
“Try to forgive me, mamma—" and then pulled down her
veil over her face 8o vchemently that she tore it. In another
moment she had run down the steps, and had 1ushed into the
carriage as if it was a hiding-place.












THE MOONBTONE. f7a

that the delivery of the letter being delazed till Monday
was of no importance. The only thing she wished to be
sure of was that the man would do what she told him. The
man had promised to do it aud had driven away. Nancy
had been called back to her work in the kitchen. And no
other person had seen any thing afterward of Rosanna
Spearman.

“ Well ?” T asked, when we were alone again.

“ Well,” says the Sergeant. “I must go to Frizinghall.”

% About the letter, sir®”

“Yes. The memorandum of the hiding-place is in that
letter. I must see the address at the post-ofice. If it is the
address I suspect, I shall pay our friend Mrs. Yolland anoth-
er visit on Monday next.”

I went with the Sergeant to order the pony-chaise. In
the stable-yard we got a new light thrown on the missing

girl.

CHAPTER XIX.

Tnr news of Rosanna’s disappearance had, as it appeared,
spread among the outdoor servants. They too had made
their inquiries; and they had just laid hands on a quick
little imp, nicknamed “ Duffy ”—who was occasionally em-

loyed in weeding the garden, and who had seen Rosanna

pearman as lately as half an hour since. Duffy was cer-
tain that the girl had passed him in the fir-plantation, not
walking, but running, in the direction of the sea-shore.

“Does this boy know the coast hereabouts ¥” asked Ser-
geant Cuff.

“ He has been born and bred on the coast,” I anawered.

“Daffy !” says the Sergeant, “ do you want to earn a shil-
ling? If you do, come along with me. Keep the pony-
chaise ready, Mr. Betteredge, till T come back.”

He started for the Shivering Sand at a rate that my legs
(though well enough preserved for my time of life) had no
hope of matching. Little Duffy, as the way is with the
young savages in our parts when they are in high spirits,
gave a howl, and trotted off at the Sergeant’s heelx.

Here, again, I find it impossible to give any thing like a
clear account of the state of my mind in the interval after
Sergeant Cuff’ had left us. A curious and stupefying rest-
lessness got possension of me. I did a dozen different need-
less things in and out of the house, not one of which I can
now remember. I don’t even know how long it was afler
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sand joined. The SBouth Spit was just awash with the flow-
ing tide; the waters heaved over the hidden face of the
Shivering Sand. Now this way and now that, with an ob-
stinate silence that fell on you like lead, with an obstinate
gatience that was dreadful to see, Sergeant Cuff tried the

oot in the footsteps, and always found it pointing the same
way — straight to the rocks. Hunt as he might, no sign
could he find anywhere of the footsteps walking from them.

He gave it up at last. He looked again at me; and then
he looked out at the waters before us, heaving in deeper and
deeper over the hidden face of the Shivering Sand. I looked
where he looked—and I saw hie thought in his face. A
dreadful dumb trembling crawled all over me on a sudden.
I fell upon my knees on the sand.

“She has been back at the hiding-place,” I heard the Ser-
geant say to himself. “Some fatal accident bas happened
to her on those rocks.”

The girl's altered looks, and words, and actions — the
numbed, deadened way in which she listened to me and
spoke to me, when I had found her sweeping the corridor
but a few hours since, rose up in my mind and warned me,
even as the Sergeant spoke, that his guess was wide of the
dreadful truth. I tried to tell him of the fear that had frozen
me up. I tried to say, “The death she has died, Sergeant, .
was a death of her own seeking.” No! the words wouldn't
come. The dumb trembling held me in its grip. I couldn’t
feel the driving rain. T couldn’t see the rising tide. As in
the vision of a dream the poor lost creature came back be-
fore me. I saw her again as I had seen her in the past time
—on the morning when I went to tetch her into the house.
I heard her again, telling me that the Shivering Sand seemed
to draw her to it against her will, and wondering whether
her grave was waiting for her there. The horror of it struck
at me, in sgome unfathomable way, through my own child.
My girl was just her age. My girl, tried as Rosanna was
tried, might have lived that miserable life, and died this
dreadful death,

The Sergeant kindly lifted me up and turned me away
from the sight of the place where she had perished.

With that relief I began to fetch my breath again, and to
sce things about me as things really were.  Looking toward
the sand-hills, I gaw the men-servants from out-of-doorr, and
the fisherman named Yolland, all running down to us to-
gether; and all having taken the alarm, ealling out to know
if the girl had been found. In the fewest words the Ser:
geant showed them the evidence of the foot-marks, aud ol
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ple in low life have no such privilege. Necessity, which
spares our betters, has no pity on us. We learn to put our
feelings back into ourselves, and to jog on with our duties
as patiently as may be. I don’t complain of this—I only no-
tice it. Penelope and I were ready for the Sergeant as soon
as the Sergeant was ready oun his side. Askef if she knew
what had led her fellow-servant to destroy herself, my
daughter answered ﬁ?s you will foresee) that it was for love
of Mr. Franklin Blake. Asked next if she had meutioned
this notion of hers to any other person, Penelope answered,
“I have not mentioned it, for Rosanna’s sake.” I felt it neo-
essary to add a word to this. I said,“And for Mr. Frank-
lin’s sake, my dear, as well. If Rosanna Aas died for love of
him, it is not with his knowledge or by his fault. Let him
leave the house to-day, if he does leave it, without the use-
less pain of knowing the truth.” Sergeant Cuff said, “ Quite
right,” and fell silent again; comparing Penelope’s notion
(a8 it seemed to me) with some other notion of his own
which he kept to himself.

At the end of the half hour my mistress’s bell rang.

Oun my way to answer it, I met Mr. Franklin coming out
of his aunt’s sitting-room. He mentioned that her ladyship
was ready to see Serggant Cuff—in my presence as before—
and he added that he himself wanted to say two words to
the Sergeant first.  On our way back to my room he stopped
and looked at the railway time-table in the hall.

“Are you really going to leave us, sir?” Lasked. * Mirs Ra-
chel will rurely come right again, if yon only give her time.”

“She will come right again,” answered Mr. Franklin,
“when she hears that I have gone away, and that she will
fe¢ me no more.”

I thought he rpoke in regsentment of my young lady’s treat-
ment of him.  But it was not so. My mistress had noticed,
from the time when the police first came into the house, that
the bare mention of him was enough to set Miss Rachels
temper in a flame. e had been too fond of his cousin to
like to confess this to himself, until the truth had been foreed
on him when she drove off to her annt’s. 1lis eves once
opened in that cruel way which you know of, Mr. Franklin
had taken his resolution—the one resolution which a man of
an{r spivit could take—to leave the house.

Vhat he had to say to the Sergeant was spoken in m
presence. e deseribed her ladyship as willing to acknowl-
edge that she had spoken overhastily.  And he asked if Ser-
geant Cuft’ would consent—in that case—to accept his fee,
and to leave the matter of the Diamond where the mattex
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she’s gone, that I was unduly hard on her. If this had been
a common case of thieving, I should have given Rosanna the
benefit of the doubt just as freely as I should bave given it
to any of the other servants in the house. Our experience
of the reformatory women is, that when tried in service—
and when kindly and judiciously treated—they prove them-
selves in the majority of cases to be honestly penitent, and
houestly worthy of the pains taken with them. But this
was not a common case of thieving. It was a case—in my
mind—of a deeply planned fraud, with the owner of the
Diamond at the %ottom of it. Holding this view, the first
consideration which naturally presented itself to me, in con-
nection with Rosanna, was this. Would Miss Verinder be
satisfied (begging your ladyship’s pardon) with leading us
all to think that the Moonstone was merely lost? Or would
rhe go a step farther, and delude us into believing that the
Moonstone was stolen? In the latter event, there was Ro-
sanna Spearman—with the character of a thief—ready to
her hand ; the person of all others to lead your ladyship off|
and to lead me off, on a false scent.”

Was it possible (I asked myself) that he could put his case
against Miss Rachel and Rosanna in a more horrid point of
view than thix? It was possible, as yon shall now see.

“1 had another reason for suspecting the deceased wom-
an,” he said, “ which appears to me to have been stronger
still. ' Who would be the very person to help Miss Verin-
der in raising money privately on the Diamond ? Rosan-
na Spearman. No young lady in Miss Verinder’s position
could manage such a risky matter as that by herself. A
go-between she must have, and who so fit, I ask again, as
Rosanna Spearman?  Your ladyship’s deceased house-maid
was at the top of her profession when she was a thief. She
had relations, to my certain knowledge, with one of the few
men in London (in the money-lending line) who would ad-
vance a large sum on such a notable jewel as the Moon-
stone, without asking awkward questions, or insisting on
awkward conditions. = Bear this in mind, my lady; and now
let me show you how my suspicions have been justitied by
Rosanna’s own acts, and by the plain inferences to be drawn
from them.”

He thereupon passed the whole of Rosanna’s proceedinga
under review. You are already as well acquainted with
those proceedings as I am; and you will understand how
unanswerably this part of his report fixed the guilt of be-
ing concerned in the disappearance of the Moonstone on
the memory of the poor dead girl. Kven my mistress was
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'The Sergeant looked at the check, and lifted his dismai
eyebrows in acknowledgment of her ladyship’s liberality.

“This is such a generous estimate of the value of my
time,” he said, ¢ that I feel bound to make some return for
it. DI’ll bear in mind the amount in this check, Mr. Better-
edge, when the time comes round for remembering it.”

“What do you mean ?” I asked.

“ Her ladyship has smoothed matters over for the present
very cleverly,” said the Sergeant. * But tAis family scandal
is of the sort that bursts up again when you least expect it.
‘We shall have more detective business on our hands, sir, be-
fore the Moonstone is many months older.”

If those words meant any thing, and if the manner in
which he spoke them meant any thing — it came to this:
My mistress’s letter had proved, to his mind, that Miss
Rachel was hardened enough to resist the strongest appeal
that could be addressed to her, and that she had deceived
her own mother (good God, under what circumstances !? by
a series of abominable lies. Iow other geo le, in my place,
might have replied to the Sergeant I don’t know. I an-
swered what he had said in these plain terms:

“ Sergeant Cuff, I consider your last observation as an in-
sult to my lady and her daughter !”

“ Mr. Betteredge, consider it as a warning to yourself, and
you will be nearer the mark.”

Hot and angry as I was, the infernal confidence with
which he gave me that answer closed my li{)s.

I walked to the window to compore myself. The rain had
given over; and, who should I sce in the court-yard but Mr.
Begbie, the gardener, waiting outside to continue the dog-
rose controversy with Sergeant Cuff.

“My compliments to the Sergeant,” said Mr. Begbie, the
moment he set eyes on me. “If he’s minded to walk to the
station, I'm agreeable to go with him.”

“What !” cries the Sergeant, behind me, “are you not con-
vinced yet ?”

“The deil a bit 'm convinced !” answered Mr. Begbie.

“Then I'll walk to the station!” says the Sergeant.

“Then Il meet you at the gate !” says Mr. Begbie.

I was angry enough, as you know—but how was any
man’s anger to hold out against such an interruption as
this? Sergeant Cuff noticed the change in me, and encour-
aged it by a word in season. “Come! come!” he said,
“why not treat my view of the case as her ladyship treats
it? Why not say, the circumstances have fatally misled
me ?n
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oh Lucy, he never even looks at me.” That’s what she said.
Cruel, cruel, cruel! I eaid,* No man is worth fretting for in
that way.” And she said,‘ There are men worth dying for,
Lucy, and he is one of them.” Ihad saved up a little money.
I had settled things with father and mother. I meant to
take her away from the mortification she was suffering here.
We should have had a little lodging in London, and lived
together like sisters. She had a good education, sir, a8 you
know, and she wrote a good hand. She was quick at her
needle. I'have a good education,and I write a good hand.
I am not as quick at my needle as she was—but I could have
done. We might have got our living nicely. And, oh!
what happens this morning? what happens this morning ?
Her letter comes, and tells e she has J,one with the burden
of her life. Her letter comes, and bids me good-bye forever.
Where is he ?” cries the girl, lifting her hea§ from the crutch,
and flaming out again through ﬁet tears. “ Where’s this

entleman that I mustn’t speak of) except with respect ?
fla, Mr. Betteredge, the day is not far off when the poor will
rise against the rich. I pray Heaven they may begin with
him. I pray Heaven they may begin with Aine.”

Here was another of your average good Christians, and
here was the usual break-down, consequent on that same av-
crage Christianity being pushed too far! The parson him-
relt’ (though I own this 18 saying a great deal) could hardl*
have lectured the girl in the state she was in now. All
ventured to do was to keep her to the point—in the hope of
something turning up which might be worth hearing.

“ What do you want with Mr. Franklin Blake?” T asked.

“I want to see him.”

“For any thing particular ?”

“I have got a letter to give him.”

“From Rosanna Spearman ?”

(13 \'cs.”

“Sent to you in your own letter ?”

“ Yes.”

Was the darkness going to lift ? Were all the discoveries
that 1 was dying to make, coming and offering themselves
to me of their own accord? I was obliged to wait a mo-
ment. Sergeant Cuff had left his infection behind him.  Cer-
tain signs and tokens, personal to myself, warned me that the
detective-fever was beginning to set in again.

“You can’t sce Mr. Franklin,” I said.

“I must and will see him.”

“He went to London last night.”

Limping Lucy looked me hard in the face, and saw tha '\
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lady of the house (persous of good repute in the neighbor-
hood), that their first and second floor apartments had been
engaged, on the previous day, for a week certain, by a most
respectable-looking gentleman—the same who has been al-
ready described as answering the door to Mr. Godfrey’s
k oc{. The gentleman had paid the week’s rent and all the
week's extras in advance, stating that the apartments were
wanted for three Oriental noblemen, friends of his, who were
visiting England for the first time. Karly on the moming
of the outrage two of the Oriental strangers, accompanie
by their respectable Engligh friend, took possession of the
apartments. The third was expected to join them shortly;
and the luggage (reported as very bulky) was announced to
follow when it had passed through the gustom-house, late in
the afternoon. Not more than ten minutes previous to Mr.
Godfrey’s visit the third foreigner had arrived. Nothing
out of the common had happened, to the knowledge of the
landlord and landlady down stairs, until within the last five
minutes—when they had seen the three foreigners, accom-
Kanied by their respectable English friend, all leave the

ouse together, walking quietly in the direction of the
Strand. Remembering that a visitor had called, and not
having seen the visitor also leave the house, the landlady
had thought it rather strange that the gentleman should be
left by himself up stairs. After a short discussion with her
husband, she had considered it advisable to ascertain wheth-
er any thing was wrong. The result had followed, as I have
already attempted to describe it ; and there the explanation
ot the landlord and the landlady came to an end.

An investigation was next made in the room. Dear Mr.
Godfrey’s property was found scattered in all directions.
When the articles were collected, however, nothing was
missing ; his watch, chain, purse, keys, pocket-handkerchief,
note-book, and all his loose papers, fmd been closely exam-
ined, and had then been left unharmed to be resumed by the
owner. In the same way, not the smallest morsel of prop-
erty belonging to the proprietors of the house had been ab-
stracted. The Oriental noblemen had removed their own
illnminated manuseript, and had removed nothing else.

What did it mean? Taking the worldly point of view, it
appeared to mean that Mr. Godfrey had been the vietim of
some incomprehensible error, committed by certain unknown
men. A dark conspiracy was on foot in the midst of us;
and our beloved and innocent friend had been entangled in
its meshes. When the Christian hero of a hundred charita-
ble victories plunges into a pitfall that has been dug far W






THE MOONSTONE. 219

Place now gave to Mr. Luker. Both had been imposed on
in the same way by the plausible address and the well-filled
purse of the respectable stranger, who introduced himself as
acting for his foreign friends. The one point of difference
between the two cases occurred when the scattered contents
of Mr. Luker’s pockets were being collected from the floor.
His watch and ¥urse were safe, but (less fortunate than Mr.
Godfrey) one of the loose papers that he carried about him
bad been taken away. The paper in question acknowledged
the receipt of a valuable of great price which Mr. Luker
that day left in the care of his bankers. This document
would be useless for purposes of fraud, inasmuch as it pro-
vided that the valuable should only be given ng on the per-
sonal application of the owner. As soon as he recovered
himself, Mr. Luker hurried to the bauk, on the chance that
the thieves who had robbed him might ignorantly present
themselves with the receipt. Nothing had been seen of
them when he arrived at the establishment, and nothing was
seen of them afterward. Their respectable English friend
had (in the opinion of the bankers) looked the receipt over
before they attempted to make use of it,and had given them
the necessary warning in good time.

Information of both outrages was communicated to the po-
lice, and the needful investigations were pursued, I believe,
with great energy. The authorities held that a robbery had
been planned, on insufficient information received by the
thieves. They had been plainly not sure whether Mr. Lu-
ker had, or had not, trusted the transmission of his precious
gem to another person, and poor polite Mr. Godfrey had
paid the penalty of having been scen accidentally speaking
to him. Add to this, that Mr. Godfrey’s absence from our
Monday evening meeting had been occasioned by a consul-
tation of the authorities, at which he was requested to assint
—and all the explanations required being now given, I may
proceed with the simpler story of my own little personal ex-
periences in Montagu Square.

I was punctual to the luncheon-hour on Tuesday. Refer-
ence to my diary shows this to have been a checkered day
—much in it to Le devoutly regretted, much in it to be de-
voutly thaokful for.

Dear Aunt Verinder received me with her usual grace
and kindness. But I noticed after a little while that some-
thing was wrong. Certain anxious looks escaped my aunt,
all of which took the direction of her daughter. I never see
Rachel myself without wondering how it can be that wo -
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berland Street story directly. I know the newspapers have
left some of it out.

Even dear Mr. Godfrey partakes of the fallen nature which
we all inherit from Adam—it is a very small share of our
human legacy, but, alas! he has it. I confess it grieved me
to see him take Rachel’s hand in both of his own hands, and
lay it softly on the left side of his waistcoat. It was a di-
rect encouragement to her reckless way of talking, and her
insolent reference to me.

“Dearest Rachel,” he said, in the same voice which had
thrilled me when he sKoke of our prospects and our trow-
sers, “the newspapers have told you every thing—and they
have told it much better than I can.”

“Godfrey thinks we all make too much of the matter,”
my aunt remarked. “He has just been saying that he
doesn’t care to speak of it.”

“Why ?

She put the question with a sudden flash in her eyes,
and a sadden look up into Mr. Godfrey’s face. On his
side, he looked down at her with an indulgence so inju-
dicious and so ill-deserved that I really felt called on to in-
terfere.

“Rachel, darling !” I remonstrated, gently, “ true great.
ness and true courage are ever modest.”

“You are a very good fellow in your way, Godfrey,” she
said—not taking tie smallest notice, observe, of me, and still
fpeaking to her cousin as if she was one young man address-
ing another. “But I am quite sure you are not great; I
don’t believe you possess any extraordinary courage; and I
am firmly persuaded—if you ever had any modesty—that
your lady-worshipers relieved you of that virtue a good many
years gince. You have some private reason for not talking
of your adventure in Northumberland Street; and I mean
to know it.”

“ My reason is the simplest imaginable and the most easily
acknowledged,” he answered, still bearing with her. “Iam
tired of the subject.”

“You are tired of the subject? My dear Godfrey, I am
goin{z to make a remark.”

“ What is it ?”

“You live a great deal too much in the society of women.
And you have contracted two very bad habits in conse-
quence. You have learned to talk nonsense seriously, and
you have got into a way of telling fibs for the pleasure of
telling them. You can't go straight with your lady-wor-
shipers. I mean to make you go straight with me. Come

b b St
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judge others. My Christian friends, indeed, indeed, indeed,
we must not judge others!

She went on with her questions, unabashed. Earnest Bib-
lical students will perhaps be reminded—as I was reminded
—of the blinded children of the devil, who went on with
their orgies, unabashed, in the time before the Flood.

“]1 want to know something about Mr. Luker, Godfrey.”

“1 am again unfortunate, Rachel. No man knows less of
Mr. Luker than I do.”

“You never saw him before you and he met accidentally
at the bank ?”

“Never.”

“You have seen him since ?”

“Yes. We have been examined together, as well as sep-
arately, to assist the police.”

“Mr. Luker was robbed of a receipt which he had got
from his banker’s— was he not? hat was the receipt
for

“For a valuable gem which he had placed in the safe-keep-
ing of the bank.”

“That’s what the newspapers say. It may be enough for
the general reader ; but it is not enough for me. The bank-
er’s receipt must have mentioned what the gem was $”

“The banker's receipt, Rachel —as I have heard it de-
seribed —mentioned nothing of the kind. A valuable gem,
belonging to Mr. Luker; deposited by Mr. Luker; sealed
with Mr. Luker’s seal ; and only to be given up on Mr. Lu-
ker’s personal application. That was the form, and that is
all I know about it.”

She waited a moment after he had said that. She looked
at her mother and sighed. She looked back again at Mr.
Godfrey,and went on.

“Some of our private affairs, at home,” she said, *seem to
have got iuto the newspapers ?”

“1 grieve to say, it is 80.”

“And some idle people, perfect strangers to us, are trying
to trace a councction between what happened at our house
in Yorksliire and what has happened since here in London #”

“The public curiosity, in certain quarters, is, I tear, taking
that turn.”

“The people who say that the three unknown men who ill-
used you and Mr. Luker are the three Indians, also say that
the valuable gem—"

There she stopped. She had become gradually, within
the last few moments, whiter and whiter in the face. The
extraordinary blackness of her hair made thia paleness\oy
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frey, or I'll write it to the newspapers—I’ll go out and cry it
in the streets !”

We will not say this was the language of remorse — we
will say it was the language of hysterics. Indulgent Mr.
Godfrey pacified her by taking a sheet of paper and draw-
ing out the declaration. She signed it in a feverish hurry.
“Show it everywhere—don’t think of me,” she said, as she

ve it to him. “I am afraid, Godfrey,I have not done you
Jjustice hitherto in my thoughts. You are more unselfish—
you are a better man than I'believed you to be. Come here
when you can,and I will try and repair the wrong I have
done you.”

She gave him her hand. Alas for our fallen nature! Alas
for Mr. Godfrey! He not only forgot himself so far as to
kiss her hand—he adopted a gentleness of tone in answering
her which, in such a case, was little better than a compro-
mise withsin. “I will come, dearest,” he said, “ on condition
that we don’t speak of this hateful subject again.” Never
had I seen and heard our Christian Hero to less advantage
than on this occasion.

Before another word could be said by any body a thun-
dering knock at the street-door startled us all. 1 looked
through the window and saw the World, the Flesh,and the
Devil waiting before the house—as typified in a carriage
and horses, a powdered footman, and three of the most auda-
ciously-dressed women I ever beheld in my life.

Rachel started and composed herself. She crossed the
room to her mother.

“They have come to take me to the flower-show,” she
said. “One word, mamma, before I go. I have not dis-
tressed you, have I?”

(Is the bluntness of moral feeling which could ask such a
question as that, after what had just happened, to be pitied
orcondemned ? I like to lean toward mercy. Let us pity it.)

The drops had produced their effect. My poor aunt's
complexion was like itself again. “ No, no, my dear,” she
said. “Go with our friends and enjoy yourselt.”

Her daughter stooped and kissed her. I had left the win-
dow,and was near the door when Rachel approached it to
go out.  Another chanze had come over her—she was in
tears. I looked with interest at the momentary softening
of that obdurate heart. T felt inclined to say a few earnest
words. Alas! my well-meant sympathy only gave offense.
“ What do you mean by pitying me ?” she asked, in a bitter
whisper, as “she passcd to the door. “Don’t you see how
bappy I am? I'm going to the flower-show,Clack; and v
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Finding myself alone with Lady Verinder, I turned natu-
rally to tie subject of her health, touching delicately on the
strange anxiet.x which she had shown to conceal her indis-
position, and the remedy applied to it, from the observation
of her danghter.

My aunt’s regly greatly surprised me.

“Drusilla,” she said (if I have not already mentioned that
my Christian name is Drusilla, permit me to mention it now),
“you are touching—quite innocently, I know—on a very
distressing subject.” :

I rose immediately. Delicacy left me but one alternative
—the alternative, after first making my apologies, of taking
my leave. Lady Verinder stopped me and insisted on my
sitti;g down again.

“You have surprised a secret,” she said, “ which I had
confided to my sister, Mrs. Ablewhite, and to my lawyer, Mr.
Bruff, and to no one else. I can trust in their discretion;
and I am sure, when I tell you the circumstances, I can trust
in yours. Have you any pressing engagement, Drusilla? or
is your time your own this afternoon ?”

t is needless to say that my time was entirely at my
aunt’s disposal.

¢ Keep me company, then,” she said, “ for another hour. I
have something to tell you which I believe you will be sor-
ry to hear. And Iahal{ have a service to ask of you after-
ward, if you don’t object to assist me.”

It is again needless to say that, so far from objecting, I
was all eagerness to assist her.

“ You can wait here,” she went on, “ till Mr. Bruff comes
at five. And you can be one of the witnesses, Drusilla, when
I sign my Will.”

Her Will! I thought of the drops which I had seen in
her work-box. I thought of the bluish tinge which I had
noticed in her complexion. A light which was not of this
world—a light shining prophetically from an unmade grave
—dawned solemnly on my mind. My aunt’s secret was a
secret no longer.

CHAPTER IIL

CoxsiDERATION for poor Lady Verinder forbade me even
to hint that I had guessed the melancholy truth before she
opened her lipa. T waited her pleasure in silence ; and, hav-
ing privately arranged to say a few sustaining words at the
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ute my broken health to anxiety about the Diamond, and
would reproach herself bitterly, poor child, for what is in no
sense her fault. Both the doctors agree that the mischief
began two, if not three years since. I am sure you will keep
my secret, Drusilla—for I am sure I see sincere sorrow and
sympathy for me in your face.,” °*

Sorrow and sympathy! Oh, what Pagan emotions to ex-
Fec; t'rom a Christian Englishwoman anchored firmly on her
aith !

Little did my poor aunt imagine what a gush of devout
thankfulness thrilled through me as she approached the close
of her melancholy story.  IHere was a carcer of usefulnens
opened before me!  Here was a beloved relative and perish-
ing fellow-creature, on the eve of the great change, utterly
unprepared ; and led, providentially led, to reveal her situa-

tion to Me! How cau I describe the joy with which I now

remembered that the precious clerical friends on whom I
could rely were to be counted, not by ones or twos, but by
tens and twenties! I took my aunt in my arms—my over-
flowing tenderness was not to be satisfied row with any
thing less than an embrace.  “ Oh!” T xaid to her, fervently,
“the indescribable interest with which you inspire me! Oh!
the good I mean to do you, dear, hefore we part ™ After
another word or two of earnest prefatory warning, I gave
her her choice of three precious friends, all plying the work
of mercy from morning to night in her own neighborhood ;
all equally inexhaustible in exhortation; all affectionately
ready to exercise their gifts at a word from me.  Alas! the
result was far from encouraging.  Poor Lady Verinder
looked puzzled and frightencd, and met every thing T could
way to }wr with the purely worldly objection that she was
not strong enough to face strangers. I yielded—tor the mo-
ment only, of course. My large experience (as Reader and
Vixitor, under not less, first and last, than fourteen beloved
clerieal friends) informed me that this was another case for
preparation by books. T possessed a little library of works,
all =uitable to the present emergeney, all ealeulated to arouse,
convinee, prepare, enlichten, and fortity my aunt. * You will
read, dear, won't you*™ T saild, in my most winning way.
“You will read, it T bring you my own precious books?
Turned down at all the right places;aunt. And marked in
pencil where you are to stop and ask yourselfy* Does this ap-
ply to me® ™ Even that simple appeal-—so absolutely hea-
thenizing is the influence of the world—appeared to startle
my aunt. She said, © [ will do what I ean, Drusilla, to please
you,” with a look of ~urprise, which was at once instractive
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“Ay? ay? Well, Miss Clack, you will do. You are over
twenty-one, and you have not the slightest pecuniary inter-
est in Lady Verinder's Will.”

Not the slightest pecuniary interest in Lady Verinder’s
Will. Oh, how t.hanml I felt when I heard that! If my
aunt, possersed of thousands, had remembered poor Me, to
whom five pounds is an object—it my name had appeared
in the Will, with a little comforting legacy utlachcd' to it—
my enemies might have doubted the motive which had load-
ed me with the choicest treasures of my library, and had
drawn upon my failing resources for the prodigal expenses
of u cab. Not the cruclest scoffer of them all could doubt
now, Much better as it was! O, surely, surely, much
better as it was!

I was aroused from these consoling reflections by the voice
of Mr. Bruff. My meditative silence appeared to weigh upon
the spirits of this worldling, and to torce him, as it were,
into talking to me against his own will,

“ Welly Miss Clack, what's the last news in .he charitable
circles? How is your friend, Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite, after
the mauling he got from the rogues iv Northumberland
Street? Egad! they're telling a pretty story about that
charitable gentleman at my club !”

I had passed over the manner in which this person had re-
marked that I was more than twenty-one, and that I had no
rccluliary interest in my aunt’s Will.  But the tone in which
1e alluded to dear Mr, Godtrey was too much for my forbear-
ance.  Fecling bound, after what had passed in my presence
that afternoon, to assert the innocenee of my :ullnir:lhllc friend,
whenever 1 found it called inquestion—I own to having also
felt bound to include in the accomplishment of this righteous
purpose a stinging castigation in the ease of Mr. Brutt,

“1 live very much out of the world,” Isaid; “and I don’t
possess the advantage, sir, of belonging to a club. - But T hap-
pen to know the story to which you allude; and also know
that a viler falschood than that story never was toll.”

“ Yes, yes, Miss Clack—yon believe in your friend.  Nat-
ural enongh,  Mr. Godtrey Ablewhite won't find the world
in general guite so casy to convinee as a committee of char-
itable ladies.  Appearances are dead against him, He was
in the house when the Diamond was lost.  And he was the
first person in the house to go to London atterward.  Those
are ugly circumstianees, ma‘am, viewed by the light of later
events.”

I ought, I know, to have set him right before he went anv
further. I ought to have told him that he was speakiug in
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vestigated this case? Not the shadow of a suapicion rested
z‘n ﬂg.gy body but Miss Verinder, in the miud of Sergeant
uff.

“Do you mean to tell me, Miss Clack, that you agree with
the Sergeant ?”

“I judge nobody, sir,and I offer no opinion.”

“And% commit both those enormities, ma’am. T judge
the Sergeant to have been utterly wrong; and I offer the
opinion that, if he had known Rachel’s character as I know
it, he would have suspected every body in the house before
he suspected her. 1 admit that she has her faults—she is
secret, and self-willed ; odd, and wild, and unlike other girls
of her age. DBut true as steel, and high-minded and generous
to a fault. If the plainest evidence in the world pointed one
way, and if nothing but Rachel’s word of honor pointed the
other, I would take her word before the evidence, lawyer as
Iam! Strong language, Miss Clack; but I mean it.”

“ Would you object to illustrate your meaning, Mr. Bruff,
so that I may be sure I understand it? Suppose you found
Miss Verinder quite unaccountably interested in what has
hnl{wpencd to Mr. Ablewhite and Mr. Luker? Snrposc she
asked the strangest questions about this dreadful scandal,
and displayed the most ungovernable agitation when she
found out the turn it was taking ¥”

“Suppose any thing you please, Mixs Clack, it wouldn’t
shake my belief in Rachel Verinder by a hair's-breadth.”

“She is so absolutely to be relied on as that ¥

“ 8o absolutely to be relied on as that.”

“Then permit me to inform you, Mr. Braff, that Mr, God-
frey Ablewhite was in this house not two hours sinee, and
that his entire innoeence of all concern in the disappearance
of the Moonstone was proclaimed by Miss Verinder herself]
in the strongest language I ever heard used by a young lady
in my life.”

I enjoyed the triumph—the unholy trinmph, I fear, I must
admit—of seeing Mr. Bruff utterly contounded and over-
thrown by a few plain words from Me.  He started to his
feet and stared at me in silence. 1 kept my seat, undisturbed,
and related the whole seene exactly as it had oceurred. “And
what do you say about Mr. Ablewhite, nowr s T asked, with
the utmost possible gentleness, as soon as I had done.

“If Rachel has testitied to his innocence, Miss Clack, T
don’t scruple to say that I believe in his innocence as firmly
as you do. I have been misled by appearunces, like the rest
of the world ; and I will make the best atonement 1 can, by
publicly coutradicting the scaudal which has assailed your
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sons on whom suspicion rested at the time when the Indian
Diamond was known to be in London. A report of my con-
versation in the library with Mr. Bruff appeared to me to be
exactly what was wanted to answer this purpose—while, at
the same time, it possessed the great moral advantage of
rendering a sacrifice of sinful self-esteem essentially necessa-
ry on my part. I have been obliged to acknowledge that
my fallen nature got the better of me. In making that hu-
miliating confession 7 get the better of my fallen nature,
The moral balance is restored ; the spiritual atmosphere feels
clear once more, Dear friends, we may go on again.

CHAPTER 1IV.

TrE signing of the Will was a8 much shorter matter than
I had anticipated. It was hurried over, to my thinking, in
indecent haste. Samucl, the footman, was sent for to act as
sccond witness—and the pen was put at once into my aunt’s
hand. I felt strongly urged to say a few appropriate words
on this solemn occasion.  But Mr. Bruff™s manuner convinced
me that it was wisest to check the impulse while he was in
the room. In less than two minutes it was all over—and
Samuel (unbenefited by what I might have said) had gone
down stairs again.

Mr. Braff folded up the Will,and then looked my way;
apparently wondering whether T did, or did not, mean to
leave him alone with my aunt. I had my mission of merey
to fulfill, and my bag of precious publications ready on my
lap. He might as well have expected to move St. Paul's
Cathedral by looking at it as to move Me.  There was one
merit abont him (due no doubt to hiz worldly training) which
I have no wish to deny.  He was quick at sceing things, 1
appeared to produce almost the same impression on him
which I had produced on the eabman. Z/¢ too uttered a
rmfmw expression, and withdrew in a violent hurry, and
eft me mirtress of the field.

As soon as we were alone my aunt reclined on the sofa,
and then alluded, with some appearance of contusion, to the
subject of her Will.

“ I hope you won’t think yourself neglected, Drusilla,” she
said.  “I mean to give you your little legacy, my dear, with
my own hand.”

Here was a golden opportnnity ! T seized it on the spot.
In other words, I instantly opened my bag and touk out Woe
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I ocoupied the parlor floor at that period of my residence
in London. The front parlor was my sitting-room. Very
small, very low in the ceiling, very poorly furnished—but
oh,e0 neat! I looked into the passage to see which of Lady
Verinder’s servants had asked for me. It was the young
footman, Samuel—a civil, fresh-colored person, with a teach-
able look and a very obliging manner. I had always felt a
spiritual interest in Samuel, and a wish to try him with a
few serious words. On this occasion I invited him into my
sitting-room.

He came in, with a large parcel under his arm. When he
ut the parcel down it appeared to frighten him. “My
ady’s love, miss; and I was to say that you would find a

letter inside.” Having given that message, the fresh-colored
{oung footman surpriseé! me by looking as if he would have
iked to run away.

I detained him to make a few kind inquiries. Could I see
my aunt, if I called in Montagu Square? No: she had gone
out for a drive. Miss Rachel had gone with her, and Mr.
Ablewhite had taken a seat in the carriage too. Knowing
how sadly dear Mr. Godfrey’s charitable work was in arrear,
I thought it odd that he should be going out driving, like an
idle man. I stopped Samuel at the door, and made a few
more kind inquiries. Miss Rachel was going to a ball that
night, and Mr. Ablewhite had arranged to come to coffee
and go with her. There was a morning concert advertised
for to-morrow, and Samuel was ordered to take places for a
large party, including a place for Mr. Ablewhite. “All the
tickets may be gone, miss,” said this innocent youth, “if I
don't run and get them at once!” lle ran as he said the
words—and 1 found myself alone again, with some anxious
thoughts to occupy me.

We %ad a special meeting of the Mothers-Small-Clothes-
Conversion-Society that night, summoned expressly with a
view to obtaining Mr. Godfrey’s advice and assistance. In-
stead of sustaining our sisterhood, under an overwhelming
flow of Trowsers which had quite prostrated our little com-
munity, he had arranged to take coffee in Montagu Square,
and to go to a ball afterward! The afternoon of the next
day had been selected for the Festival of the British-Ladies'
Servants’-Sunday-Sweetheart-Supervigsion-Society.  Instead
of being present, the life and soul of that struggling Tustitu-
tion, he had engaged to make one of a party of worldlings
at & morning concert! I asked myself, {Vh:\t did it mean?
Alas! it meant that our Christian Ilero was to reveal him-
self to me in a new character. and to become associated in
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plete the parallel but the audience, the cheers, and the glass
of water.

Even Aer obdurate nature was touched. I saw her lean a
little nearer to him. I heard a new tone of interest in her
next words.

“Are ’you really sure, Godfrey, that you are as fond of me
as that ?”

“Sure! You know what I was, Rachel. Let me tell you
what I am. I have lost every interest in life, but my inter-
est in you. A transformation has come over me which I
can’t account for, myself. Would you believe it? My char-
itable business is an unendurable nuisance to me; and when
I see a Ladies’ Committee now, I wish myself at the utter-
most ends of the earth!”

If the annals of apostasy offer any thing comparable to
such a declaration as that, I can only say that the case in
point is not producible from the stores of my reading. I
thought of the Mothers’-Small-Clothes. I thought of the
Sunday-Sweetheart-Supervision. I thought of the other So-
cieties, too numerous to mention, all built up on this man as
on a tower of strength. I thought of the struggling Female
Boards, who, so to speak, drew the breath of their business-
life through the nostrils of Mr. Godfrey—of that same Mr.
Godfrey who had just reviled our good work as a “nui-
sance "—and just declared that he wished he was at the ut-
termost ends of the earth when he found himself in our com-
pany! My young female friends will feel encouraged to

rsevere, when I mention that it tried even my discipline
Kzfore I could devour my own righteous indignation in si-
lence. At the same time, it is only justice to myself to add,
that I didn’t lose a syllable of the conversation. Rachel
was the next to speak.

“You have made your confession,” she said. “I wonder
whether it would cure you of your unhappy attachment to
me, if [ made mine *”

He started. I confess I started too. He thought, and I
thought, that she was about to divulge the mystery of the
Moonstone.

“Would you think, to look at me,” she went on, “that 1
am the wretchedest girl living ?  It’s true, Godfrey.  What
greater wretchedness can there be than to live degraded in
your own estimation? That is my life now.”

“My dear Rachel! it’s impossible you can have any rea-
son to speak of yourself in that way !’

“How do you know I have no reason ?”

“('an you ask me the question! I know it, because I
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my right place in your estimation, haven’t I? Don’t notice
me! Don’t pity me! Kor God’s sake, go away !”

She turned round on a sudden, and beat her hands wildly
on the back of the ottoman. Her head dropped on the cush-
ions; and she burst out crying. Before I had time to feel
shocked at this, I was horror-struck by an entirely unex-
pected proceeding on the part of Mr. Godfrey. Will it be
creditef that he fell on his knees at her feet?—on both
knees, I solemnly declare! May modesty mention that he
put his arms round her next? And may reluctant admira-
tion acknowledge that he electrified her with two words?

“ Noble creature !”

No more than that! But he did it with one of the bursts
which have made his fame as a public speaker. She sat,
either quite thunderstruck, or quite fascinated—I don’t
know which—without even making an effort to put his arms
back where his arms ought to have been. As for me, my
sense of propriety was completely bewildered. 1 was so
painfully uncertain whether it was my first duty to close my
eyes, or to stop my ears, that I did neither. I attribute my
being still able to hold the curtain in the right position for
looking and listening, entirely to suppressed hysterics. In
suppressed hysterics, it is admitted even by the doctors, that
one must hold something.

“Yes,” he said, with all the fascination of his evangelical
voice and manner, “ you are a noble creature! A woman
who can speak the truth, for the truth’s own sake—a wom-
an who will sacrifice her pride, rather than sacrifice an hon-
est man who loves her—is the most priceless of all treasures.
When such a woman marries, if her husband only wins her
esteem and regard, he wins enough to ennoble his whole life.
You have spoken, dearest, of your place in my estimation.
Judge what that place is—when I implore you on my knees,
to let the cure of your poor wounded Leart e my care.  Ra-
chel !”will you honor me, will yon bless me, by being my
wife ¥

By this time I should certainly have decided on stopping
my ears, if Rachel had not encouraged me to keep them
open, by answering him in the first sensible words I had ever
heard fall from her lips.

“ Godfrey I” she said, “ you must be mad !”

“I never spoke more reasonably, dearest—in your interests,
as well as in mine. Look for a moment to the future. Is
vour happiness to be sacrificed to a man who has never
xnown how you feel toward him, and whom you are resolved
never to see again?  Is it not your duty to yoursslf tu toe

17
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“If I say yes you will repent, and I shall repent when it
is too late I”

“We shall both bless the day, darling, when I pressed,
and when you yielded.”

“Do you feel a8 confidently as you s L4

“You shall judge for yourself. I speak from what I have
seen in my own family. Tell me what you think of our
household at Frizinghall. Do my father and mother live
unhappil together ?

“Far from 1t—so far as I can see.”

“When my mother was a girl, Rachel (it is no secret in
the family), she had loved as you love—she had given her
heart to 8 man who was unworthy of her. She married my
father, respecting him, admiring him, but nothing more.
Your own eyes have seen the result. Is there no encourage-
ment in it for you and for me ?*

“You won’t hurry me, Godfrey ?”

“My time shall be yours.”

“You won’t ask me for more than I can give

“My angel! I only ask you to give me yourself.”

“Take me!”

In those two words she accepted him !

He bad another burst —a burst of unholy rapture this
time. He drew her nearer and nearer to him till her face
touched his; and then— No! I really can not fprevail unn
myself to carry this shocking disclosure any farther. t
me only say that I tried to close my eyes before it happened,
and that I was just one moment too late. I had calculated,
you see, on her resisting. She submitted. To every right-
feeling person of my own sex volumes could say no more.

Even my innocence in such matters began to sec its wa
to the end of the interview now. They understood eac
other so thoroughly by this time that I fully expected to see
them walk off together, arm in arm, to be married. There
appeared, however, judging by Mr. Godfrey’s next words, to
be one more trifling formality which it was necessary to ob-
serve. He seated himself—unforbidden this time—on the
ottoman by her side. *Shall I speak to your dear mother?”
he asked. “ Or will you ?”

She declined both alternatives.

“Let my mother hear nothing from either of us until ehe
is better. I wish it to be kept a secret for the present, God-
frey. Go now, and come back this evening. We have been
here alone together quite long enough.”

® See Betteredge's Narrative. Chapter VIII., page 68.
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attached to her own manuscript copious Extracts from pre-
cious publications in her possession, all bearing on this tern-
ble subject. And may those Extracts (Miss Clack fervently
hopes) sound as the blast of a trumpet in the ears of her re-
spected kinsman, Mr. Franklin Biake.”

(2.) “ Mr. Fraoklin Blake presents his compliments to Miss
Clack, and begs to thank her for the fifth chapter of her
narrative. In retarning the extracts sent with it, he wiil
refrain from mentioning any personal objection which be
may entertain to this species of literature, and will merely
say that the proposed additions to the manuscript are not
necessary to the fulfillment of the purpose that he bas in
view.

(3.) “Miss Clack begs to acknowledge the return of her
Extracts. She affectionately reminds Mr. Franklin Blake
that she is a Christian, and that it is, therefore, quite impos-
sible for bim to offend her. Miss C. persists in feeling the
deepest interest in Mr. Blake, and pledges herself, on the
first occasion when sickness may lay him low, to offer him
the use of her Extracts for the second time. In the mean
while she would be glad to know, before beginning the next
and last chapter of her narrative, whether she may be per-
mitted to make her humble contribution complete by avail-
ing herself of the lizht which later discoveries have thrown
on the mystery of the Moonstone.”

(4.) “Mr. Franklin Blake is sorry to disappoint Miss Clack.
He can only repeat the instructions which he had the honor
of giving her v hen she began her narrative.  She is requested
to limit hersel. 20 her own individual experience of persons
and events, as recorded in her Diary. Later discoveries she
will be good enough to leave to the pens of those persons
who can write in the capacity of actual witnesses.”

(5.) “ Miss Clack is extremely sorry to trouble Mr. Frank-
lin Blake with another letter.  Ier extracts have been re-
turned, and the expression of her matured views on the sub-
ject of the Moonstone has been forbidden,  Miss Clack is
painfully conscious that she ought (in the worldly phrase) to
feel herself put down.  But, no—Miss C. has learned Perse-
verance in the School of Adversity. Her object in writing
is to know whether Mr. Blake (who prohibits every thing
else) prohibits the appearance of the present correspondence
in Miss Clack’s narrative > Some explanation of the posi-
tion in which Mr. Blake's interference has placed her as an
authoress, seems due on the ground of common justice.
And Miss Clack, on her side, is most anxious that her letters
should be produced to speak for themselves.”
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rector of Frizinghall was to read the service. Having my-
self in past times seen this clerical castaway making one of
the players at Lady Verinder’s whist-table, I doubt, even if
I had been fit to travel, whether I should have felt justified
in attending the ceremony.

Lady Verinder’s death {eft her daughter under the care of
her brother-in-law, Mr. Ablewhite the elder. Ile was ap-
pointed guardian by the will, until his niece married, or came
of age. Under those circumstances, Mr. Godfrey informed
his father, I suppose, of the new relation in which he stood
toward Rachel. At any rate,in ten days from my aunt’s
death, the secret of the marriage engagement was no secret
at all within the circle of the family, and the grand question
for Mr. Ablewhite senior—another confirmed castaway!—
was how to make himself and his authority most agreeable
to the wealthy young lady who was going to marry his son.

Rachel gave him some trouble, at the outset, about the
choice of a place in which she could be prevailed upon to
reside. The house in Montagu Square was associated with
the calamity of her mother’s death. The house in Yorkshire
was associated with the scandalous affair of the lost Moon-
stone. Her gunardian’s own residence at Frizinghall was
open to neither of these objections. But Rachel’s presence
in it, after her recent bereavement, operated as a check on
the gayeties of her cousins,the Miss Ablewhites—and she
herself requested that her visit might be deferred to a more
favorable opportunity. It ended in a proposal, emanating
from old Mr. Ablewhite, to try a furnished house at Brighton.
His wife, an invalid daughter, and Rachel were to inhabit it
together, and were to expect him to join them later in the
season. They would see no society but a few old friends,
and they would have his son Godfrey, traveling backward
and forward by the London train, always at their disposal.

I describe this aimlexs flitting about one place of residence
to another—this insatiate restlessness of body and appalling
stagnation of soul—merely with a view of arriving at results,
The event which (under Providence) proved to be the means
of bringing Rachel Verinder and myself together again, was
no other than the hiring of the house at Brighton.

My Aunt Ablewhite is a large, silent, fair-complexioned
woman, with one noteworthy point in her character. From
the hour of her birth she has never been known to do any
thing for herselt.  She has gone through life accepting every
body's help, and adopting every body’s opinions. A more
hopeless person, in a spiritual point of view, I have never
met with — there is absolutely, in this perplexing case,no
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liked you. Try to be friends with me, Drusilla, if you

To any rightly-constituted mind the motive thus acknowl-
edged was simply shocking. Here in Christian England
was 8 fyoung woman in a state of bereavement, with so little
idea of where to look for true comfort, that she actually ex-
pected to find it among her mother’s friends! Here was a
relative of mine, awakened to a sense of her shortcomings
toward others, under the influence, not of conviction and
duty, but of sentiment and impulse! Most deplorable to
think of—but still, suggestive of something hopeful, to a per-
son of my experience in plying the good work. There could
be no harm, I thought, in ascertaining the extent of the change
which the loss of ier mother had wrought in Rachel’s char-
acter. I decided, as a useful test, to probe her on the subject
of her marriage engagement to Mr. frey Ablewhite.

Having first met her advances with all possible cordiality,
I sat by her on the sofa at her own request. We discussed
family affairs and future plans—always excepting that one
future plan which was to end in her marriage. Try as I
might to turn the conversation that way, she resolutely de-
clined to take the hint. Any open reference to the question,
on my part, would have been premature at this early stage
of our reconciliation. Besides, I had discovered all I wanted
to know. She was no longer the reckless, defiant creature
whom I had heard and seen on the occasion of my martyr-
dom in Montagu Square. This was, of itself, enough to en-
courage me to take her conversion in hand—beginning with
a few words of earnest warning directed against the hasty
formation of the marriage tie, and so getting on to higher
things. Looking at her now, with this new interest—and
calling to mind the headlong suddenness with which she had
met Mr. Godfrey's matrimonial views—I felt the rolemn duty
of interfering, with a fervor which assured me that T should
achieve no common results. Rapidity of proceeding was, as
I believed, of importance in this case. I went back at once
to the question of the servants wanted for the furnished house.

“ Where is the list, dear ?”

Rachel produced it.

“Cook, kitchen-maid, house-maid, and footman,” T read.
“ My dear Rachel, these servants are only wanted for a term
—the term during which your guardian has taken the house.
We shall have great difficulty in tinding persons of character
and capacity to accept a temporary engagement of that sort,
if w?e”t.ry in London. Has the house at Brighton been found
yet
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giddy throng passed and repassed before my eyes. Alas!

ow many of them felt my exquisite sense of duty done?
An awful question. Let us not pursae it.

Between six and seven the travelers arrived. To my in-
describable surprise, they were escorted, not by Mr. frey
(as I bad anticipated), but by the lawyer, Mr. Bruff.

“How do you do, Miss Clack ?” he said. “I mean to stay
this time.”

That reference to the occasion on which I had obliged him
to postpone his business to mine, when we were both visitin
in Montagu Square, satisfied me that the old worldling h
come to Brighton with some object of his own in view. I
had prepared quite a little Paradise for my beloved Rachel
—and here was the Serpent already !

“Godfrey was very much vexed, Drusilla, not to be able
to come with us,” said my aunt Ablewhite. “There was
something in the way which kept him in town. Mr. Bruff
volunteered to take his place, and make a holiday of it till
Monday morning. By-the-bye, Mr. Bruff, I'm ordered to take
exercise,and I don’t like it. That,” added Aunt Ablewhite,
pointing out of window to an invalid going by in a chair on
wheels, drawn by a man, “is my idea of exercise. If it’s air
you want, you get it in your chair. And if it’s fatigue you
want, I'm sure it’s fatiguing enough to look at the man.”

Rachel stood silent,at a window by herself, with her eyes
fixed on the sea.

“ Tired, love ?” I inquired.

“No. Only a little out of spirits,” she answered. “I
have often seen the sea, on our Yorkshire coast, with that
light on it. And I was thinking, Drusilla, of the days that
can never come again.”

Mr. Bruff remained to dinner, and staid through the even-
ing. The more I saw of him, the more certain I felt that he
bhad some private end to serve in coming to Brighton. I
watched him carefully. He maintained the same appearance
of ease, and talked the same godless gossip, hour after hour,
until it was time to take leave. As he shook hands with
Rachel I caught his hard and cunning eye resting on her for
a moment with a very peculiar interest and attention. She
was plainly concerned in the object that he had in view.
He said nothing out of the common to her or to any oue, on
leaving. He invited himself to luncheon the next day, and
then he went away to his hotel.

It was impossible, the next morning, to get my aunt Able-
white ont op(l)mr dressing-gown in time for church. Her in-
valid daughter (suffering from nothing, in my opision, but
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own room. She never appeared at dinner. Her maid (the
person with the cap-ribbons) was sent down stairs to an-
nounce that her headache had returned. I ran up to her,
aud made all sorts of sisterly offers through the door. It
was locked, and she kept it locked. Plenty of obstructive
material to work on here! I felt greatly cheered and stimau-
lated by her locking the door.

When her cup o%tca went up to her the next moming I
followed it in. I sat by her bedside and said a few earnest
words. She listened with languid civility. I noticed my
serious friend’s precious publications huddled together on a
table in a corner. Ilad she chanced to look into them¥—I
asked. Yes—and they had not interested her. Would she
allow me to read a few passages, of the decpest interest,
which had probably excaped her eve? No; not now—she
had other things to think of. She gave these answers, with
her attention apparently absorbed in folding and refolding
the frill of her night-gown. It was plainly necessary to
ronse her by some reference to those worldly interests which
she still had at heart.

“Do you know, love,” I raid, “I had an odd fancy, yes-
terday, about Mr. Bruff? I thought, when I saw yon after
your x:'nlk with him, that he bad been telling you some bad
news,’

Her fingers dropped from the frilling of her night-gown,
and her fieree blacl;: eyes flashed at me.

“ Quite the contrary !” she said.  “It was news I was in-
terested in hearing—and I am deeply indebted to Mr, Bruff
for telling me of it.”

“Yes ?” I raid, in a tone of gentle interest,

Her fingers went back to the frilling, and she tnrned her
head sullenly away from me. I had been met in this man-
ner, in the course of plying the good work, hundreds of times,
She merely stimulated me to try again. In my dauntles
zeal for her welfare I ran the great risk, and openly alluded
to her marriage engagement.

“News you were interested in hearing * T repeated.  “1
sappose, my dear Rachel, that must be news of Mr. Godfrey
Ablewhite ¥”

She started upin the bed and turned deadly pale. Tt was
evidently on the tip of her tongus to retort on me with the
unbridled insolence of former times,  She cheeked herself -
Iaid her head back on the pillow— considered 8 minuto—and
then answered in these remarkable words

“I shall never muarry Mr. Godprey Ablewhive”

It was my turn to start at that.
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Being out alone, I took the opportunity of calling upon my
two resident friends. It was an indescribable luxury to find
myself indulging in earnest conversation with serious per-
sons. Infinitely encouraged and refreshed,I turned my steps
back again to the house, in excellent time to await the ar-
rival ols our expected visitor. I entered the dining-room, al-
ways empty at that hour of the day—and found myself face
to gace with Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite!

He made no attempt to fly the place. Quite the contrary.
He advanced to meet me with the utmost eagerness.

“Dear Miss Clack, I have been only waiting to see you/
Chance set me free of my London engagements to-day soon-
er than I expected —and I have got gere, in consequence,
earlier than my appointed time.”

Not the slightest embarrassment encumbered bis expla-
nation, though this was his first meeting with me after the
scene in Montagu Square. He was not aware, it is true, of
my having been a witness to that scene. But he knew, on
the other hand, that my attendances at the Mothers’-Small-
Clothes, and my relations with friends attached to other
charities, must have informed me of his shameless neglect of
his Ladies and his Poor. And yet there he was before me in
full possession of his charming voice and his irresistible smile !

‘ Have you scen Rachel yet ?” I asked.

He sighed gently, and took me by the hand. I should
certainly have snatched my hand away, if the manner in
which he gave his answer had not paralyzed me with aston-
ishment.

“I have seen Rachel,” he said, with perfect tranquillity.
“You are aware, dear friend, that she was engaged to me?
Well, she has taken a sudden resolution to break the en-
gagement. Reflection has convinced her that she will best
consult her welfare and mine by retracting a rash promise,
and leaving me free to make some happier choice elsewhere,
That is the only reason she will give, and the only auswer
she will make to every question that I can ask of her,”

“ What have you done on your side ?”” I inquired. “Have
you submitted ¥*

“Yes,” he said, with the most unruffled composure, “I
have submitted.”

His conduct, under the circumstances, was go utterly in-
conceivable that I stood bewildered with my hand in his,
It is a picce of rudeness to stare at any body, and it is an
act of indelicacy to stare at a gentleman, [ committed both
those improprieties. And I said, as it in a drveam, * What
does it mean "
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the scandal of the Moonstone had been in some way recailed

to her mind. “I have no more to say,” she added, weanly,

not addressing the words to any one in particular, acd l.ok-

Lng away from us all, out of the window that was zearest to
er.

Mr. Ablewhite got upon his feet, and pushed away his
chair so violently that it toppled over and fell on the floor.

“I have something more to say on my side,” he announced,
bringing down the flat of his hand on the table with a bang.
“] have to say that if my son doesn’t feel this insult I do ™

Rachel started, and looked at him in sudden surprise.

“ Insult 2” she repeated. “ What do you mean ?

“Tnsult!” reiterated Mr. Ablewhite. “I know your mo-
tive, Miss Verinder, for breaking your promise to my con!
I know it as certainly as if you had confessed it in so man
words. Your cursed family pride is insulting Godfrey, as 1t
insulted me when I married your aunt. Her family — her
beggarly family—tarned their backs on her for marrying an
honest man, who had made his own place and won his own
fortune. I had no ancestors. I wasn't descended from a
set of cut-throat scoundrels who lived by robbery and mur-
der. I couldn’t point to the time when the Ablewhites
hadn’t a shirt to their backs, and couldn’t sign their own
names. [Ia! ba! I wasn’t good enough for the Herneastles,
when I married. And, now it comes to the pinch, my son
isn't good enough for you. I suspected it all alone,  Yon
have got the Ilerncastle blood in you, my young lady! 1
suspected it all along.”

“A very unworthy suspicion,” remarked Mr. Bruff. «I
am astonished that you have the courage to acknowledge
it.”

Before Mr. Ablewhite could find words to answer, Rachel
spoke in the tone of the most exasperating contempt.

“Surely,” she said to the lawyer, “ this i3 beneath notice,
If he can think in that way, let us leave him to think as he
pleases.”

From scarlet Mr. Ablewhite was now hecoming purple.
He gasped for breath; he looked backward and forward
from Rachel to Mr. Bruff in such a frenzy of rage with both
of them that he didn’t know which to attack first.  His wife,
who had rat impenectrably fanuning herself up to this time,
began to be alarmed, and attempted. quite uselessly, to quict
him. I bad, thronghout this distressing interview, felt more
than one inward call to interfere with a few carnest words,
and had controlled myself under a dread of the possible re-
sults, very unworthy of a Christian Englishwoman who
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to see the best of the people about her, and never the worst.
She named her brother-in-law your guardian because she be-
lieved in him, and because she thought it would please her
sister. I had never liked Mr. Ablewhite myself, and I in-
duced your mother to let me insert a clause in the will em-
powering her executors, in certain events, to consult with
me about the appointment of a new guardian. One of those
events has happened to-day; and I find myself in a position
to end all these dry business details, I hope agreeably, with
a message from my wife. Will you honor Mrs. Bruff by be-
coming her guest? And will you remain under my roof,
and be one of my family, until we wise people have laid our
heads together, and have settled what is to be done next

At those words I rose to interfere. Mr. Bruff had done
exactly what I had dreaded he would do, when he asked
Mrs. Ablewhite for Rachel’s bonnet and shawl.

Before I could interpose a word Rachel had accepted his
invitation in the warmest terms. If I suffered the arrange-
ment thus made between them to be carried out—if she once
passed the threshold of Mr. Bruff’s door— farewell to the
fondest hope of my life, the hope of bringing my lost sheep
back to the fold! The bare idea of such a calamity as this
quite overwhelmed me. I cast the miscrable trammels of
worldly discretion to the winds, and spoke with the fervor
that filled me, in the words that came first.

“Stop!” I eaid —“stop! T must be heard. Mr. Bruff!
you are not related to her,and I am. I invite her—I snm-
mon the executors to appoint me gnardian. Rachel, dearest
Racbel, I offer you my modest home; come to London by the
next train, love, and share it with me |”

Mr. Bruff' said nothing. Rachel looked at me with a cruel
astonishment which she made no effort to conceal.

“You are very kind, Drusilla,” she said. T ghall hope to
visit you whenever I happen to be in London. But I have
accepted Mr. Bruffs invitation, and T think it will be best,
for the present, if I remain under Mr. Bruff”s care.”

“Oh, don't say so!" I pleaded. “I can't part with yon,
Rachel—I can’t part with you !”

I tried to fold her in my arms. But she drew back. My
fervor did not communicate itself’; it only alarmed her.

“ Surely,” she said, “ this is a very unnecessary display of
agitation? I don’t understand it.”

“No more do I,” raid Mr. Bruff,

Their hardness—their hideous, worldly hardness—revolted

me.
“Oh, Rachel ! Rachel!” I burst out. “Haven't you scen
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“You had better not have explained yourself, Miss Clack,”
he 3aid, and bowed, and left the room.

The person with the cap-ribbons followed.

“It’s easy to see who has set them all by the ears togeth-
er,” she said. “I’m only a poor servant—but I declare I’'m
ashamed of you ?” She too went out, and banged the door
after her. '

I was left alone in the room. Reviled by them all, de-
serted by them all, I was left alone in the room.

Is there more to be added to this plain statement of facts
—to this touching incture of a Christian persecuted by the
world? No! my diary reminds me that one more of the
many checkered chapters in my life ends here. From that
day forth I never saw Rachel Verinder again. She had my
forgiveness at the time when she insulted me. She has had
my prayerful good wishes ever since. And when I die—to
complete the return on mi part of good for evil—she will
have the Life, Letters, and Labor of Miss Jane Ann Stamper
left her as a legacy by my will.

Second Narrative.
Contriduted by Mathew Bruff, Solicitor, of Gray's Inn Square.

CHAPTER L

My fair friend, Miss Clack, having laid down the pen, there
are two reasons for my taking it up next, in my turn.

In the first place, I am in a position to throw the necessary
light on certain points of interest which have thus far been
left in the dark. Miss Verinder had her own private reason
for breaking her marriage engagement—and I was at the
bottom of it. Mr. Godfrey Ablewhite had his own private
reason for withdrawing al{claim to the hand of his charm-
ing cousin—and I discovered what it was.

n the second place, it was my good or ill fortune, I hard-
ly know which, to find myself personally involved—at the
riod of which I am now writing—in the mystery of the
ndian Diamond. I had the honor of an interview, at my
own office, with an Oriental stranger of distinguished man-
pers, who was no other, unquestionably, than the chief of
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The Indians have been defeated twice running, Mr. Bruff.
It’s my firm belief that they won’t be defeated a third time.”

Those were the last words he said on the subject. The
coffee came in; the guests rose, and dispersed themselves
around the room; and we joined the ladies of the dinner-
party up stairs.

I made a note of the date, and it may not he amiss if I
close my narrative by repeating that note here:

June, forty-nine. Expect news of the Indians, toward the
end of the month.

And that done, I hand the pen, which I have now no far-
ther claim to use, to the writer who follows me next.

@hird Narrative.
Contributed by Franklin Blake.

CHAPTER L

I the spring of the year eighteen hundred and forty-nine I
was wandering in the East, and had then recently altered the
traveling plans which I had laid out some months before,
and which I had communicated to my lawyer and my bank-
er in London.

This change made it necessary for me to send one of my
servants to obtain my letters and remittances from the En-
glish consul in a certain city, which was no longer included
as one of my resting-places in my new traveling scheme.
The man was to join me again at an appointed place and
time. An accident, for which he was not responsible, de-
layed him on his errand. For a week I and my people
waited, encamped on the borders of a desert. At the end
of that time the missing man made his appearance, with the
money and the letters, at the entrance of my tent.

“] am afraid I bring you bad news, sir,” he said, and
pointed to one of the letters, which had a mourning border
round it, and the address on which was in the handwriting
of Mr. Bruff.

I know nothing, in a case of this kind, so unendurable as
suspense. The letter with the mourning border was the let-
ter that I opened first.

It informed me that my father was dead, and that [ wes
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“ ou remember how Rachel treated me before I loft

En‘glan 44

As well as if it was yesterday! My lady herself wrote
you a letter about it; and you were so good as to show the
letter to me. It said that Miss Rachel was mortally offend-
ed with you for the part you had taken in trying to recover
her jewel. And neither my lady, nor you, nor any body else
could guess why.”

“Quite true, Betteredge! And I come back from m
travels, and find her mortally offended with me still
knew that the Diamond was at the bottom of it last year;
and I know that the Diamond is at the bottom of it now.
have tried to speak to her,and she won’t see me. I have
tried to write to her, and she won’t answer me. How, in
Heaven’s name, am I to clear the matter up? The chance
of searching into the loss of the Moonstone, is the one chance
of inquiry that Rachel herself has left me !”

Those words evidently put the case before him as he had
not seen it yet. He asked a question which satisfied me
that I had shaken him.

“There i8 no ill-feeling in this, Mr. Franklin, on your side
—is there ?”

“There was some anger,” I answered, “ when I left Lon-
don. But that is all worn out now. I want to make Ra-
chel come to an understanding with me—and I want noth-
ing more.”

“You don’t feel any fear, sir—supposing you make any
discoveries—in regard to what you may find out about Miss
Rachel ?”

I understood the jealous belief in his young mistress which
prompted those words.

“I am as certain of her as you are,” I answered. “The
fullest disclosure of her secret will reveal nothing that can
alter her place in your estimation or in mine.”

Betteredge’s last-left scruples vanished at that.

“If I am doing wrong to help you, Mr. Franklin,” he ex-
claimed, “ all 1 can say is—I am as innocent of seeing it as
the babe unborn! T can put you on the road to discovery,
if you can only go on by yourself. You remember that poor
girl of ours—Rosanna Spearman ?”

“Of course ?”

“You always thought she had some sort of confession, in
regard to this matter of the Moonstone, which she wanted
to make to you ?”

*“I certainly couldn’t account for her strange conduct in
any other way.”
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could, on the uneven surface of the rocks. And then we
looked at our watches once more.

It wanted nearly twenty minutes yet of the turn of the
tide. I suggested waiting through this interval on the
beach, instead of on the wet and slippery surface of the
rocks. Having reached the dry samf, I prepared to sit
down; and, greatly to my surprise, Betteredge prepared to
leave me.

“ What are you going away for ?” I asked.

“Look at the letter again, sir, and you will see.”

A glance at the letter reminded me that I was charged,
when I made my discovery, to make it alone. .

“It's hard enough for me to leave you at such a time as
this,” said Betteredge. “ But she died a dreadful death,

r soul! and I feel a kind of call on me, Mr. Franklin, to
umor that fancy of hers. Besides,” he added, confidentially,
“there’s nothing in the letter against your letting out the
secret aﬂerwarf. I'll hang about in the fir plantation, and
wait till you pick me up. Don’t be longer than you can
help, sir. The detective-fever isn’t an easy disease to deal
with, under these circumstances.”

With that parting caution he left me.

The interval of expectation, short as it was when reckon-
ed by the measure of time, arsumed formidable proportions
when reckoned by the measure of suspense. This was one
of the occasions on which the invaluable habit of smoking
becomes especially precious and consolatory. Tlit a cigar,
and sat down on the slope of the beach.

The sunlight poured its unclouded beauty on every object
that I could see. The cxquisite freshness of the air made
the mere act of living and breathing a luxury. Even the
lonely little bay welcomed the morning with a show of cheer
fulness ; and the bared wet surface of the quicksand itself|
glittering with a golden brightness, hid the horror of its
false brown face under a passing smile. It was the finest
day I had seen since my return to England.

e turn of the tide came before my cigar was finished.
I saw the preliminary heaving of the Sand, and then the aw-
ful shiver that crept over its surfice—as if some spirit of
terror lived and moved and shuddered in the fathomless
deeps bencath. I threw away my cigar and went back
again to the rocks.

My directions in the memorandum instructed me to feel
along the line traced by the stick, beginning with the end
which was nearest to the bheacon.

I advanced in this manner more than half-way along the
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tirely without parallel, what is the first proceeding to which
I resort? Do I seclude myself from all human society?
Do I set my mind to analyze the abominable impossibility
which, nevertheless, confronts me as an undeniable fact? Do
I hurry back to Loudon by the first train to consult the
highest authorities, and to set a searching inquiry on foot
immediately? No. I accept the shelter of a house which
I had resolved never to degrade myself by entering again;
and I sit, tippling spirits ang water in the company of an old
servant, at ten o'clock in the morning. Is this the conduct
that might have been expected from a man placed in my
horrible position ? I can only answer, that the sight of old
Betteredge’s familiar face was an inexpressible comfort to
me, and that the drinking of old Betteredge’s grog helped
me, a8 I believe nothing else would have helpe(f me, in the
state of complete bodily and mental prostration into which
I had fallen. 1 can only offer this excuse for myself; and I
can only admire that invariable preservation of dignity, and
that strictly logical consistency of conduct which distinguish
every man and woman who may read these lines, in every
emergency of their lives from the cradle to the grave.

“ Now, Mr. Franklin, there’s one thing certain, at any
rate,” said Betteredge, throwing the night-gown down on
the table between us, and pointing to it as if it was a living
creature that could hear him. “/¢’s a liar, to begin with.”

This comforting view of the matter was not the view
that presented itself to my mind.

“I'am as innocent of all knowledge of having taken the
Diamond as you are,” I said. *“But there is the witness
against me! The paint on the night-gown, and the name
on the night-gown, are facts.”

Betteredge lifted my glass and put it persuasively into
my hand.

“Facts?” he repeated. “Take a drop more grog, Mr.
Franklin, and you'll get over the weakness of believing in
facts! Foul play, sir!” he continued, dropping his voice
confidentially. “That is how I read the ridd&c. Foul play,
romewhere—and you and I must find it out. Was thero
nothing else in the tin case when you put your hand into it ?”

The question instantly reminded me of the letter in my
pocket. I took it out, and opened it. It was a letter of
many pages, closely written. I looked impatiently for the
signature at the end. * Rosanna Spearman.”

As I read the name a sudden remembrance illuminated
my mind, and a sudden suspicion rose out of the new light.

“Stop!” I exclaimed. “ Rosanua Spearman came to my
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to know how it came to be hidden by me? and why I said
nothing to you about it in my lifetime? I have only one
reason to give. I did these strange things because I Yoved

ou. -

“I won’t trouble you with much about myself, or my life,
before you came to my lady’s house. Lady Verinder took
me out of a Reformatory. I had gone to the Reformatory
from the prison. I was put in the prigon, because I was a
thief. I was a thief, because my mother went on the streets
when I was quite a little girl. My mother went on the
streets, because the gentleman who was my father deserted
her. There is no need to tell such a common story as this,
at any length. It is told quite often enough in the news-

T8.

R Lady Verinder was very kind to me, and Mr. Betteredge
was very kind to me. Those two, and the matron at the
Reformatory, are the only good people I have ever met with
in all my lite. I might ?xave got on in my place—not bap-
fily—but I might have got on, if you had not come visiting.

don’t blame you, sir. It’s my fault—all my fault.

“Do you remember when you came out on us from amon,
the sand-hills, that morning, looking for Mr. Betteredge
You were like a prince in a fairy-story. You were like a
lover in a dream. You were the most adorable human crea-
ture I had ever seen. Something that felt like the happy
life I had never led yet leaped up in me the instant I set
eyes on you. Don’t laugh at this, if you can help it. Oh,if
1 could only make you feel how serious it is to me/

“I went back to the house, and wrote your name and
mine in my work-box, and drew a true-lovers’ knot under
them. Then, some devil—no, I ought to say some good an-
gel — whispered to me, *Go and look in the glass’ The
glass told me—never mind what. I was too foolish to take
the warning. 1 went on getting fonder and fonder of you,
just as if I was a lady in your own rank of life, and the most

autiful creature your eyes ever rested on. I tried —oh
dear, how I tried — to get you to look at me. If you had
known how I used to cry at night with the misery and the
mortification of your never taking any notice of me, you
would have pitiecd me, perhaps, and have given me a look
now and then to live on.

“It would have been no very kind look, perhaps, if yon
had known how I hated Miss Rachel. I believe I fonnd out
you were in love with her before you knew it yourself. She
used to give you roses to wear in your button-hole. Ab,
Mr. Fran{lin, you wore my roses oftener than either you or
























THE MOONSTONE. 343

old man, taking off his heavy tortoise-shell spectacles, and
ushing Rosanna Spearman’s confession a little away from
im. “Have you come to any conclusion, sir, in your own
mind, while I have been reading ?”

“ Kinish the letter first, Betteredge; there may be some-
thing to enlighten us at the end of it. I shall have a word
er two to say to you after that.”

“Very good, sir. I'll just rest my eyes, and then I'll go
on again. In the mean time, Mr. Franklin—I don’t want te
hurry you — but would you mind telling me, in one word,
whether you see your way out of this dreadful mess yet?”

“]I see my way back to London,” I said, “ to consult Mr.
Bruff. If he can’t help me—"

“ Yes, sir ?”

“Ar}d if the Sergeant won’t leave his retirement at Dork-
ing—’

& He won’t, Mr. Franklin {”

“Then, Betteredge—as far as I can see now—I am at the
end of my resources. After Mr. Bruff and the Sergeant, I
don’t know of a living creature who can be of the slightest
use to me.”

As the words passed my lips some person outside knocked
at the door of the room.

Betteredge looked surprised as well as annoyed by the in-
terruption.

“ Come in,” he called out irritably, “ whoever you are!”

The door opened, and there entered to us, quietly, the
most remarkable-looking man I had ever seen. Judging
him by his fizure and his movements, he was still young.
Judging him by his face, and comparing him with Better-
edge, he looked the elder of the two. His complexion was
of a gypsy darkness; his fleshless cheeks had fallen into deep
hollows, over which the bone projected like a pent-house.
His nose presented the fine shape and modeling so often
found among the ancient people of the East, so seldom visi-
ble among the newer races of the West. His forehead rose
high and straight from the brow. His marks and wrinkles
were innumerable. From this strange face eyes, stranger
still, of the softest brown—-eyes dreamy and mourntful, and
deeply sunk in their orbits—looked out at you, and (in my
care, at least) took your attention captive at their will,
Add to this a quantity of thick closely-curling hair, which,
by some freak of Nature, had lost its color in the most start-
lingly partial and capricions manner.  Over the top of his
head it was still of the deep black which was its natural col-
or. Round the sides of ‘xis head — without the elightes
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grant you. But, there! it keeps me from getting sour with
thinking of the past.” He put on his spectacles, and wag-

ed his head gloomily. “There’s a bottom of good sense,
Mr. Franklin, in our conduct to our mothers, when they first
start us on the journey of life. We are all of us more or
less unwilling to be brought into the world. And we are
all of us right.”

Mr. Candy’s assistant had produced too strong an impres-
sion on me to be immediately dismissed from my thoughts.
I passed over the last unanswerable utterance of the Better-
edge philosophy, and returned to the subject of the man
with the piebald hair.

“ What is his name ?” I asked.

“As ugli a name as need be,” Betteredge answered,
grufly. “ Ezra Jennings.”

CHAPTER V.

Having told me the name of Mr. Candy’s assistant, Better-
edge appeared to think that we had wasted enough of our
time on an insignificant subject. He resumed the perusal of
Rosanna Spearman’s letter.

On my side, I sat at the window, waiting until he had
done. Little by little, the impression produced on me b
Ezra Jennings—it seemed perfectly unaccountable, in sue
a situation ax mine, that any human being should have pro-
duced an impression on me at all!—faded from my mind.
My thoughts flowed back into their former channel.  Once
more, I forced myself to look my own incredible position
rerolutely in the face. Once more, I reviewed in my own
mind the course which I had at last summoned composure
enough to plan out for the future.

To go back to London that day; to put the whole case
before Mr. Bruff'; and, last and most important, to obtain (no
matter by what means or at what sacrifice) a personal inter-
view with Rachel—this was my plan of action, so far as [
was capable of forming it at the time. There was more
than an hour still to spare betore the train started.  And
there was the bare chance that Betteredge might discover
something in the unread portion of Rosanna Spearman’s let-
ter, which it might be useful for me to know before I left
the house in which the Diamond had been lost. For that
chance I was now waiting.

The letter ended in these terms:
























































































































THE MOONSTONE. 385

little doctor—associated in my remembrance with the per-
gztration of incorrigible social indiscretions and innumerable

yish jokes—and I saw nothing left of his former self but
the old tendency to vulgar smartness in his dress. The man
was a wreck ; but his clothes and his jewelry—in cruel mock-
ery of the change in him—were as gay and as gaudy as ever.

“I have often thought of you, h%r. Blake,” he said; “and
Iam heartilg glad to see you again at last. If there is any
thing I can do for you, pray command my services, sir—pray
command my services !”

He said those few commonplace words with needless hur-
ry and eagerness, and with a curiosity to know what had
brought me to Yorkshire, which he was perfectly—I might
eay childishly—incapable of concealing from notice.

ith the object that I had in view, I had of course fore-
seen the necessity of entering into some sort of personal ex-
planation, before I could hope to interest people, mostly
strangers to me, in doing their best to assist my inquiry.
On the journey to Frizinghall I had arranged what my ex-
lanation was to be—and I seized the opportunity now of-
ered to me of trying the effect of it on Mr. Candy.

“I was in Yorkshire the other day, and I am in Yorkshire
again now, on rather a romantic errand,” I said. “It is a
matter, Mr. Candy, in which the late Lady Verinder’s friends
all took some interest. You remember the mysterious loss
of the Indian Diamond, now nearly a year since? Circum-
stances have late:iv happened which lead to the hope that it
may yet be found—and I am interesting myself, as one of
the family, in recovering it. Among tte obstacles in m
way, there is the necessity of collecting again all the evi-
dence which was discovered at the time, and more if possi-
ble. There are peculiarities in this case, which make 1t de
sirable to revive my recollection of every thing that happen-
ed in the house on the evening of Miss {’erinder’s birthday.
Aund I venture to appeal to her late mother’s friends who
were present on that occasion to lend me the assistance of
their memories—"

I had got as far as that in rehearsing my explanatory

hrases, when I was suddenly checked by seeing plainly in
Klr. Candy’s face that my experiment on him was a total
failure.

The little doctor sat restlessly picking at the points of his
fingers all the time I was speaking. His dim, watery eyes
were fixed on my face with an expression of vacant and wist-
ful inquiry very painful to see. What he was thinking of it
was impossible to divine. The one thing clearly visible was
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dreadful responsibility. If I had been a happy man, if I had
led a prosperous life, I believe I should have sunk under the
task I had imposed on myself. But Z had no ha%)y time to
look back at, no past peace of mind to force itself into con-
trast with my present auxiety and suspense—and I held firm
to mir resolution through it all. I took an interval in the
middle of the day, when my patient’s condition was at its
best, for the repose I neede(f For the rest of the four-and-
twenty hours, as long as his life was in danger, I never left
his bedside. Toward sunset, as usual in such cases, the de-
lirium incidental to the fever came on. It lasted more or
less through the night, and then intermitted at that terrible
time in the early morning—from two o’clock to five—when
the vital energies even of the healthiest of us are at their
lowest. It is then that Death gathers in his human harvest
most abundantly. It was then that Death and I fought our
fight over the bed which should have the man who lay on
it. I never hesitated in pursuing the treatment on which I
had staked every thing. When wine failed, I tried brandy.
When the other stimulants lost their influence, I doubled
the dose. After an interval of suspense—the like of which
I hope to God I shall never feel again—there came a da
when the rapidity of the rulse slightly, but appreciably, di-
minished ; and, better still, there came also a change in the
beat—an unmistakable change to steadiness and strength.
Then 1 knew that I had saveg him ; and then I own I broke
down. I laid the poor fellow’s wasted hand back on the
bed, and burst cut crying. An hysterical relief, Mr. Blake
—nothing more! Physiology says, and says truly, that
some men are born with female constitutions—and I am one
of them !”

He made that bitterly professional apology for his tears,
speaking quietly and unaffectedly, as he had spoken through-
out. His tone and manner, from beginning to end, showed
him to be especially, almost morbidly, anxious not to set
dimself up as an object of interest to me.

“You may well ask why I have wearied you with all these
details 2" he went on. “It is the only way I can sece, Mr.
Blake, of properly introducing to you what I have to say
next. Now vou know exactly what my position was at the
time of Mr. Candy’s illness, yon will the more readily under-
stand the sore nced I had of lightening the burden on my
mind by giving it, at intervals, rome sort of relief. I have
had the presumption to oceupy my leisure, for some years
past, in writing a book, addressed to the members of my
profession—a book on the intricate and delicate subject of
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myself that I was losing my op(rormnitx, at what might be
the turning-point of my life, and all to flatter nothing more
important than my own self-estcem! There was only time
to call himn back first, and to think afterward. I suspect I
am one of the rashest of existing men. I called him back—
and then I said to myself, “ Now there is no help for it. 1
must tell him the truth !” :

He retraced his steps directly. Iadvanced along the road
to meet him.

“ Mr. Jennings,” I said, “I have not treated you quite fair-
ly. My interest in tracing Mr. Candy’s lost recollection is
not the interest of recovering the Moonstone. A serious

rsonal matter is at the bottom of my visit to Yorkshire.
Yehave but one excuse for not having dealt frankly with you
in this matter. It is more painful to me than I can say, to
mention to any body what my position really is.”

Ezra Jennings looked at me with the first appearance of
embarrassment which I had seen in him yet.

“ I have no right, Mr. Blake, and no wish,” he gaid, “ to in-
trude myself into your private affairs. Allow me to ask
your pardon, on my side, for baving (most innocently) put
you to a painful test.”

“You have a perfect right,” I rejoined, “to fix the terms
on which you feel justified in revealing what you heard at
Mr. Candy’s bedside. I understand and respect the delicacy
which influences you in this matter. How can I expect to
be taken into your confidence if I decline to admit you into
mine? You ought to know, and you shall know wiy Iam
interested in discovering what Mr. Candy wanted to say to
me. If I turn out to be mistaken in iy anticipations, and
if you prove unable to help me when you are really aware
of what I want, I shall trust to your honor to keep my secret
—and something tells me that I shall not trust in vain.”

“Stop, Mr. Blake. I have a word to say, which must be
said before you go any further.”

I looked at him in astonishment. The grip of some terri-
ble emotion seemed to have seized him, and shaken him to
the soul. His gypsy complexion had altered to a livid gray-
ish paleness; his eyes had suddenly become wild and glitter-
ing; his voice hnd} dropped to a tone—low, stern, and reso-
lute—which [ now heard for the first time. The la‘ent re-
sources in the man tor good or for evil—it was hard at that
moment to say which—leaped up in him and showed them-
selves to me with the suddenness of a flash of light.

“ Before you place any confidence in me,” he weunt on,
“ you ought to know, and you must know, under what oir


















































































































































































































































































































